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Young  Wild 

ARIETTA  TO  THE  RESCUE 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. 

RATTLESNAKE  RIP  AND  JOSHUA  JUMP. 

One  summer  afternoon  a  few  years  ago  a  rather  peculiar 
meeting  occurred  between  two  odd  characters  at  a  small 
stream  right  on  the  border  line  of  Colorado  and  Wyoming. 

A  grizzled  old  hunter  wearing  a  costume  that  was  made  of 
all  sorts  of  skins,  it  seemed,  for  it  looked  more  like  patch- 
work  than  anything  else,  was  riding  toward  the  east  when  he 
met  a  man  wearing  a  long  linen  duster  and  a  stovepipe  hat 
astride  of  a  buckskin  mule. 

There  was  only  one  easy  way  to  cross  the  stream  of  water 
they  happened  to  meet  at,  and  both  seemed  determined  to  get 
across  at  once. 

If  they  tried  this  one  or  both  were  bound  to  get  a  wetting, 
since  the  stones  were  piled  up  with  just  enough  room  to 
allow  a  sure-footed  horse  to  get  over  without  going  into 
about  four  feet  of  water. 

“I  was  here  first,”  said  the  old  hunter,  “an’  I  am  goin’  ter 
cross  first.” 

“You  wasn’t  here  first!”  exclaimed  the  man  in  the  linen 
duster.  “I  was  here  a  minute  before  you  showed  up.  I  was 
jest  lookin’  around  ter  make  sure  that  this  was  ther  only 
place  ter  git  across,  when  you  hollered  out  fur  me  to  look  out 
ther  way.  I  want  you  to  understand  that  I  don’t  give  way  to 
any  man  livin’.  I’m  Joshua  Jump,  from  Skunktown,  New 
Jersey,  an’  I  was  never  knowm  to  give  way  to  anyone  when 
I  was  in  ther  right.” 

“You’re  what  I  call  a  cantankerous  fool,  you  are!”  was  the 
retort.  “Since  you’ve  took  so  much  pains  to  tell  me  who  you 
are  I’ll  tell  you  who  I  am.  I’m  Rattlesnake  Rip,  ther  Sure 
Shot,  an’  I  never  take  water  from  anythin’  livin!” 

“Huh!  You  ain’t  tryin’  ter  scare  me,  are  yer,  mister?” 

“Nope!  I  ain’t  tryin’ ter  scare  yer.  If  I  did  I  wouldn’t  be 
long  in  doin’  it.  When  I  git  started  I’m  sumthin’,  I  am!” 

“Say,  where  did  you  git  that  funny  lookin’  rig  you’ve  got 

-0?T?” 

“Where’d  I  git  it?  Why,  I  made  it,  of  course.  Where’d 
you  git  that  long  duster  an’  ther  plug  hat?” 

“I  bought  ’em,  you  fule,  you.” 

“You  did,  hey?  Well,  let  me  ask  you  one  more  question.” 

“Go  ahead.  I’ll  answer  it  if  I  kin.” 

“Which  is  ther  jackass,  you  or  that  four-legged  critter 
you're  straddle  of?” 

“Neither  one.  Ther  jackass  is  on  that  side  of  ther  creek. 
You’re  it!  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

“Comarn  you!  If  you  keep  on  you’ll  make  me  mad!”  said 
the  hunter,  though  the  grin  on  his  weather-beaten  face 
.-  no  ed  that  he  did  not  mean  it. 

“Well,  you  can't  make  me  mad,  unless  you  keep  on  insistin’ 
;flat  >ou’ie  goin’  ter  crocs  ther  creek  first,”  was  the  retort. 


“Well,  sir,  prepare  to  git  mad,  then,  fur  I’m  cornin’  over.” 

Rattlesnake  Rip,  as  he  called  himself,  was  mounted  upon  a( 
tough  little  Indian  pony,  and  without  any  further  talk  ho 
urged  the  animal  forward  and  started  across  the  stream. 

The  instant  he  did  so  the  man  from  Skunktown,  New 
Jersey,  gave  the  mule  a  slap  on  the  flank  and  pushed  forward 
to  cross  the  rocky  ford. 

The  forefeet  of  both  animals  were  now  on  the  narrow  strip 
that  was  covered  by  an  inch  or  two  of  water,  and  unless  one 
gave  way  to  the  other  something  was  bound  to  happen. 

“Huh!”  said  Joshua  Jump,  as  he  held  the  mule  at  a  stand¬ 
still. 

“Well?”  answered  Rattlesnake  Rip,  as  he  looked  down  and 
saw  that  the  hoofs  of  his  pony -were  in  the  right  spot. 

“What  are  you  goin’  ter  do  about  it?” 

“I’m  goin’  to  cross  first.” 

“Let’s  see  you  do  it.” 

“Look  out  an’  I  will.” 

“You  look  out  an’  I’ll  git  over  to  that  side  first.” 

“I’m  cornin’!” 

“So  am  I!”  ..  . 

Both  started  their  steeds  ahead  at  the  same  instant. 

It  is  a  common  saying  that  two  trains  cannot  pass  on  the 
same  track.  1 

Neither  could  the  mule  and  pony  pass  on  the  narrow,  rocky, 
ford. 

As  their  noses  were  about  to  touch  one  swung  one  way  and! 
the  other  the  opposite. 

Then  both  lost  their  footing. 

Down  they  went  into  the  deep  water,  their  riders  slipping 
from  their  back,  and  plunging  in  headfirst! 

The  buckskin  mule  quickly  scrambled  out  on  the  side  it  had 
been  headed  for,  and  the  pony  lost  no  time  in  getting  a  foot¬ 
hold  on  the  bank  and  leaving  the  stream  from  the  other  side. 

The  two  men  quickly  got  upon  their  feet  and  stood  in  the 
water  up  to  their  armpits. 

“Well!”  shouted  the  hunter.  “How  do  you  like  it?” 

The  Jersyman  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter. 

“Say!”  he  cried;  “you’re  ther  most  comical  lookin’  sight 
I’ve  seen  since  I  left  Skunktowm.  You’ve  got  that  crazy- 
lookin’  rig  of  yourn  all  wet  through,  an' — well,  you  didn’t  get 
across  first  after  all!” 

As  he  said  this  he  made  a  dive  for  the  bank  and  was  the,  J 
first  to  get  out  of  the  water.  |  / 

There  he  stood  dripping  with  water  and  laughing  as  though 
it  was  the  funniest  thing  he  had  ever  struck.  # 

“I  reckon  you  did  beat  me  across,”  said  Rattlesnake  Rip,  aa, 
he  crawled  upon  the  bank  and  shook  himself.  “You  beat  me 
across,  but  you  got  soakin’  wet  doin’  it.”  ■  f1 

“Huh!  What  did  you  git?” 

“Well,  I’m  willin’  to  git  a  wettin’  any  time  to  take  do*n 
sich  a  homely-lookin’  tenderfoot  as  you  are.” 
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“Is  that  so,  bergosh?” 

“Yes,  that’s  so.” 

“Well,  let  me  tell  you  that  I’m  willin’  ter  take  a  duckin’  any 
time  to  see  sich  a  feller  as  you  git  one.  We’re  about  quits,  I 
reckon,. only  I  got  across  first.” 

“We’re  even  enough  to  call  it  so,  Mr.  Tenderfoot.  Come 
over  an’  I’ll  shake  hands  with  yer.” 

“Not  by  a  jugful!  If  you  wanter  shake  hands  with  me 
you’ve  gotter  come  over  here.” 

“Well,  I’ll  do  that,  then.” 

True  to  his  word,  Rattlesnake  Rip  promptly  picked  his  way 
over  the  stream  and  then  the  two  odd  characters  shook  hands. 

It  was  no  make-believe  shake,  either.  They  both  seemed  to 
be  in  earnest  about  it. 

“Well,  I  swan!”  exclaimed  the  man  from  Skunktown,  New 
Jersey.  “I  didn’t  allow  that  you  was  sich  a  nice  sort  of  er 
feller.” 

“An’  I  didn’t  know  that  a  tenderfoot  could  be  so  agreeable,” 
retorted  the  hunter.  “What  be  your  business  around  here, 
anyhow?” 

“Oh,  I  come  out  West  to  seek  my  fortune.” 

“Well,  I  hope  you’ll  find  it.  But  blamed  if  I  ever  struck  it 
very  rich,”  arrt^  he  looked  rather  ruefully  at  his  patched  suit 
of  skins.  / 

“You  ain’t  been  huntin’  fur  lumps  of  gold,  I  reckon?” 

“No,  not  lately.  I  give  up  that  foolishness  long  ago.” 

“Foolishness!  You  don’t  call  that  foolishness,  do  yer?” 

“It  was  fur  me,  Mr.  - .  What  did  you  say  your  name 

was?” 

“Joshua  Jump,  from  Skunktown,  New  Jersey.  Folks  call 
me  plain  Josh.” 

“Well,  Josh,  everybody  don’t  have  good  luck  at  huntin’,  you 
know.” 

“I’ll  bet  I  will.  Why,  jest  afore  I  started  from  Jersey  I 
won  an  eight-day  clock  in  a  raffle.  Talk  about  luck,  would 
you?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  as  an  eight-day  clock  would  do  me  any 
good  if  I  had  one.  What  did  yer  do  with  ther  clock — bring 
it  along  with  yer?” 

“No.  I  sold  it  for  two  dollars.” 

“Only  two  dollars?” 

“Gosh!  Wasn’t  that  enough?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  how  much  ther  clock  was  wuth.  What 
do  you  say  if  we  kindle  a  fire  an’  dry  our  clothes?” 

“  ’Twouldn’t  be  a  bad  idea,  bergosh.” 

The  place  where  the  two  were  standing  was  right  at  the 
edge  of  a  growth  of  timber,  and  there  were  plenty  of  dry 
branches  lying  on  the  ground.” 

The  Jerseyman  pulled  off  his  wet  linen  duster  and  tossed 
it  on  a  bush. 

Then  he  started  in  to  gather  up  material  to  start  a  fire. 

The  hunter  followed  his  example. 

When  the  heap  was  ready  to  ignite  both  thrust  their  hands 
in  their  pockets,  and  when  they  pulled  them  out  each  had  a 
waterproof  match-safe. 

“There!  I  reckon  we  both  made  that  fire!”  exclaimed 
Rattlesnake  Rip. 

“That’s  right,  bergosh!”  was  the  retort. 

The  dry  wood  and  brush  burned  readily  enough,  and  they 
began  divesting  themselves  of  their  outer  clothing  and  hang¬ 
ing  it  where  it  would  quickly  dry. 

The  pony  was  grazing  contentedly  on  one  side  of  the  creek 
and  the  mule  on  the  other. 

Their  owners  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  tie  them. 

Half  an  hour  passed  and  the  clothing  was  getting  pretty 
dry. 

“Say!  What  time  is  it?”  asked  the  old  hunter,  as  he  sud¬ 
denly  noticed  that  the  Jerseyman  had  a  watch. 

“Three  o’clock,  bergosh!” 

“I  ain’t  had  no  dinner.  Have  you?” 

“No.  I  was  jest  thinkin’  about  havin’  some  when  I  met 

you.” 

“Have  you  anythin’  ter  eat  with  yer?” 

V  ‘‘yep'-”  answered  Josh.  “I’ve  got  a  couple  of  prairie 
L  chickens  all  cleaned  ready  to  put  on  the  fire,  an’  I’ve  got  a 
A  little  coffee-pot  and  plenty  of  coffee  and  some  sugar.” 

“Good  enough!  I  reckon  we  kin  eat  all  right,  then.  I’ve 

■  got  some  meal  cakes  and  a  rasher  of  bacon  with  me.  Jest 

■  wait!  We’ll  have  a  feast  fur  a  king.” 

A  “Won’t  we,  though?” 

The  two  men  were  now  just  as  friendly  as  if  they  had  been 
together  a  long  time,  instead  of  having  just  met. 
•  "lriley  put  on  their  dried  clothing,  cleaned  the  weapons  they 


had  with  them,  and  then  got  out  the  eatables  they  had  4 
mentioned. 

Rattlesnake  Rip’s  weapons  were  not  what  might  be  chllcd 
exactly  up-to-date. 

He  had  a  breech-loading  rifle  that  was  fired  with  a  musket 
cap,  which  belonged  to  the  class  made  in  the  fifties,  and  a 
muzzle-loading  double-barrel  shotgun. 

Besides  these  he  had  a  couple  of  hunting  knives,  so  when  it 
came  right  to  the  point  he  was  quite  formidable  after  all. 

Joshua  Jump  was  armed  with  a  pair  of  the  latest  revolvers 
of  the  Smith  &  Wesson  pattern,  and  a  big  knife  with  a  buck- 
horn  handle,  which  might  have  been  used  for  anything  from 
peeling  potatoes  to  the  carving  of  a  grizzly,  was  in  his  belt 
that  was  nearly  shut  off  from  view  by  the  linen  duster  he 
wore. 

The  prairie  chickens  and  bacon  were  soon  sizzling  over  the 
fire,  and  a  few  minutes  later  the  aroma  of  coffee  floated  on 
the  gentle  summer  breeze. 

Both  men  were  very  talkative,  but  all  they  could  glean 
from  one  another  was  that  one  was  a  simple-minded  Jersey¬ 
man  in  search  of  a  gold  mine,  and  the  other  was  a  hunter 
who  had  always  lived  in  the  wild  West  and  did  not  want  to 
live  anywhere  else. 

The  spot  where  they  had  pitched  their  camp  was  light  at 
the  side  of  a  bridle-path,  or  trail  that  was  used  by  horsemen 
alone,  from  the  looks  of  it. 

It  showed  signs  of  being  traveled  quite  frequently,  and 
when  Josh  looked  at  it  and  asked  where  it  went  to  Rip  simply 
shook  his  head.  ^ 

“I  don’t  know,”  he  said,  “unless  it  leads  to  ther  stagecoach 
trail  that’s  about  six  miles  to  ther  left  over  there.  This  are 
ther  first  time  I  ever  seen  this  trail,  when  I  struck  it  by  ac¬ 
cident  a  few  minutes  afore  I  come  to  meet  you  at  ther  creek 
here.” 

“So  there’s  a  stagecoach  trail  over  there,  then?” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“Much  travelin’  on  it?” 

“Lots.  There’s  some  very  lively  times  on  it,  too,  I’ve 
heard.” 

“Road  agents  an’  sich?” 

“Yes.” 

At  that  moment  there  came  the  clatter  of  hoofs,  and  the 
next  minute  a  masked  horseman  came  galloping  up. 


CHAPTER  II. 

YOUNG  WILD  WEST  ON  HAND. 


The  masked  horseman  was  a  striking-looking  personage,  to 
say  the  least. 

He  was  attired  in  a  suit  of  dark  green  velvet  and  wore  a 
cocked  hat  with  a  plume  in  it. 

He  rode  a  fine-looking  horse  that  was  as  blaclv'as  coal,  and 
when  the  steed  halted  within  a  dozen  feet  of  the  fire  it  reared 
up  and  acted  as  though  it  was  going  to  trample  Rip  and  Josh 
under  its  hoofs. 

exclaimed  the  old  hunter  as  he  jumped  back. 

Gosh  all  hemlock!”  cried  the  Jerseyman  in  alarm.  “What 
be  ther  matter  with  you,  mister?” 

^  There’s  nothing  the  matter  with  me,  my  friends,”  came 
xiom  the  lips  that  were  concealed  by  the  black  mask.  “There 
seU?U  be,  something  the  master  with  you  people,  thongh.” 

Well,  why  wouldn’t  there  be?  What  are  you  tryin’  to 
scaie  t  ier  life  out  of  a  feller  for,  ennyhow?  Why  don’t  you 
take  that  thing  off  your  face  and  let  us  see  what  you  look 
hhe.  One  would  think  you  was  quite  a  dandified  looking 
chap,  by  ther  way  you’re  dressed  up.” 

Ha,  ha,  ha!”  laughed  the  masked  stranger.  “You  amuse 
me  with  your  fa  Ik,  I  must  say.  What  are  you  doing  out  here* 
m  this  part  01  the  country,  anyhow?” 

“Lookin’  fur  a  gold  mine,  so’s  ,1  kin  git  rich  an’  go  back  to 
Skunktown,  New  Jersey,  an’  s’prise  ther  folks.” 

The  hunter  evidently  did  not  like  the  appearance  of  the 
stranger,  for  as  soon  as  he  had  recovered  from  his  surprise 
he  had  backed  toward  the  tree  where  his  rifle  was  standing” 

exclaimed ^  JUSt  g°mS  t0  pick  *  UP  wh6n  the  masked  man 

“Let  that  gun  be,  my  friend.  You  might  point  it  this  wav 
and  pull  the !  trigger,  for  all  I  know.  Just  let  it  stand  where 
it  is.  It  is  safe  enough  there,  I  guess.” 

them”  right>  mister’”  was  the  C0Ql  ^ply.  “I’ll  do  as  you  say. 

“That  is  right  and  proper.  I  have  a  way  of  making  people 
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do  just  as  I  say,  anyhow.  If  I  were  to  tell  you  two  fellers  to 
jump  headfirst  into  that  creek  you.  would  do  it.” 

Joshua  Jump  shook  his  head. 

"1  don’t  know  about  that,”  he  said. 

“Oh,  yes,  you  would!” 

As  the  masked  man  uttered  the  words  a  revolver  appeared 
in  his  right  hand,  and  it  was  leveled  straight  at  the  Jersey- 
man’s  head. 

“That  might  make  a  difference,”  and  Josh  shrugged  his 
shoulders.  “Say,  jest  p’int  that  thing  the  other  way,  won’t 
you?  It  might  go  off,  you  know.” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!”  again  laughed  the  man  in  a  musical  way. 
“Well,  I  shan’t  ask  you  to  dive  headfirst  into  the  creek,  but  I 
c  will  request  that  you  both  hand  over  what  money  and  valu¬ 
ables  you  have  about  you!” 

“A  highwayman,  bergosh!”  exclaimed  Josh,  slapping  his 
knee  to  emphasize  his  remark. 

“One  of  ther  road  agents  of  ther  Gold  Dust  Trail!”  ejacu¬ 
lated  Rattlesnake.  “Jest  whabl  thought!” 

“You  have  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  both  of  you!”  was  the 
laughing  rejoindei'.  “Now,  jest  hand  over  what  you’ve  got, 
and  be  a  little  speedy  about  it.” 

“Don’t  do  anything  of  the  sort,  gentlemen!” 

If  a  bombshell  had  exploded  right  before  them  the  three 
men  could  not  have  been  more  surprised.  * 

They  turned  in  the  direction  the  words  came  from,  and 
were  just  in  time  to  see  a  handsome  fellow  of  twenty  step 
from  the  bushes,  a  revolver  in  either  hand. 

The  revolvers  were  pointed  right  at  the  masked  horseman, 
too,  and  they  were  held  as  steady  as  a  rock. 

The  newcomer  was  attired  in  a  neat-fitting  suit  of  buck¬ 
skin,  and  wore  a  wealth  of  chestnut  hair  hanging  over  his 
shoulders. 

His  dark  eyes  flashed  with  a  reckless  determination  that 
was  so  marked  that  even  the  masked  horsemen  trembled  be¬ 
fore  his  gaze. 

“Don’t  do  anything  of  the  sort,  gentlemen,”  repeated  the 
boy,  for  boy  he  was,  though  in  size  he  was  every  inch  a  man. 

“Jimminy  crickets!”  cried  the  Jerseyman.  “What  do  you 
think  of  that,  Rip?” 

“Couldn’t  be  better,”  was  the  reply.  “I  reckon  we  won’t 
have  to  hand  over  anything  to  ther  road  agent,  ’cause  ther 
_  young  feller  says  so,  an’  I  know  enough  about  human  nature 
to  understand  that  he  means  jest  what  he  says.” 

“I  certainly  do  mean  it!”  said  the  young  fellow,  as  he 
stepped  up  closer  to  the  masked  rider.  “Just  drop  that 
shooter,  or  I  will  drop  you!” 

The  astorwshed  rascal  relinquished  his  grasp  on  the  re¬ 
volver,  and  it  dropped  to  the  ground  with  a  ring. 

“So  you  were  going  to  rob  these  two  gentlemen,  -were  you? 
Well,  it  is  lucky  that  I  heard  voices  while  I  was  looking  for 
a  way  to  get  through  the  woods.  You  are  what  I  call  a  fine 
specimen  of  the  so-called  gentlemanly  highwayman.” 

“Who  are  you,  if  I  may  ask?” 

The  masked  rider  had  recovered  himself  now,  and  he  acted 
as  though  he  was  perfectly  cool. 

“Well,  if  it  will  do  you  any  good  to  know  I  will  tell  you.  I 
go  by  the  name  of  Young  Wild  West!” 

“Ah!” 

“You  may  have  heard  of  me  before.” 

“Perhaps  I  have.” 

“Well,  now,  let  me  ask  you  who  you  are.” 

“I  am  Flashlight  Dan,  the  King  of  the  Road  Agents.  Per¬ 
haps  you  have  heard  of  me.” 

“I  never  have,  I  must  say;  but  I  assure  you  that  I  am  very 
glad  to  make  your  acquaintance.  You  will  please  dismount 
and  allow  those  two  gentlemen  to  tie  you  up,  for  I  have  an 
idea  that  you  are  wanted  by  someone.” 

All  this  while  the  revolvers  in  the  hands  of  the  dashing 
*'■'  —young  fellow  never  moved  a  fraction  of  an  inch. 

One  of  them  covered  the  rascal’s  heart,  and  the  other  was 
pointed  to  the  center  of  his  forehead. 

But  Flashlight  Dan,  as  he  called  himself,  was  not  the  one 
to  allow  himself  to  be  captured  in  any  sort  of  fashion. 

Evidently  he  was  used  to  taking  all  kinds  of  chances. 

Instead  of  getting  off  his  horse,  as  he  was  told  to  do,  he 
dug  the  spurs  deep  into  the  animal’s  flanks  and  uttered  a 
yell  of  defiance,  ducking  his  head  as  he  did  so. 

The  instant  result  was  that  the  spirited  black  bounded  for¬ 
ward  like  a  shot  from  a  cannon  and  leaped  into  the  bushes. 

The  boy  was  forced  to  jump  out  of  the  way  to  save  him¬ 
self  from  bo'ng  trampled  upon,  and  this  move  caused  him  to 
involuntarily  throw  up  his  hands. 

And  tiiat  gave  the  masked  robber  a  chance  to  escape,  for 


the  bushes  were  so  thick  that  his  receding  form  cohld  not  be 
seen,  though  the  crashing  the  horse  made  could  be  heard  quite 
plainly. 

“He  got  away  after  all!”  exclqimed  the  boy.  “Well,  let 
him  go!  The  chances  are  that  we  will  meet  again  before 
long.” 

;  “Thunder!”  ejaculated  Rattlesnake  Rip.  “Young  feller, 
I’m  mighty  glad  you  showed  up  jest  as  you  did.” 

“An’  ain’t  I  glad!”  chimed  in  Joshua  Jump.  “Gee  whiz! 
But  who  would  have  thought  that  a  real  highwayman  was 
goin’  ter  tackle  a  feller.” 

“You  can’t  tell  what  you’re  going  to  run  against  in  this 
section  of  the  country,  my  friend,”  said  the  dashing-looking 
boy, /smiling  as  he  looked  at  the  two  odd  characters  before 
him.  I  see  you  were  just  getting  ready  to  eat  something.  Go 
ahead.  Don’t  let  me  disturb  you.” 

Just  then  a  voice  was  heard  callin'*  from  the  woods. 

“Wild!”  it  said.  “Where  are  you?” 

“This  way,  Charlie!”  the  young  fellow  answered.  “Come 
on,  all  of  you.  I’ve  found  a  trail  that  leads  somewhere.” 

There  was  a  crashing  in  the  undergrowth,  and  a  couple  of 
minutes  later  five  mounted  people  appeared,  one  of  them  lead¬ 
ing  a  riderless  horse. 

One  was  a  tall,  handsome  man,  with  long  black  hair  and  a 
drooping  mustache,  one  was  a  good-looking  boy  of  perhaps 
twenty,  and  the  others  were  ladies. 

The  two  male  members  of  the  party  were  Cheyenne  Charlie 
and  Jim  Dart,  the  partners  of  Young  Wild  West,  the  famous 
young  deadshot  and  Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

The  ladies  were  Young  Wild  West’s  pretty,  golden-haired 
sweetheart,  Arietta  Murdock;  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  wife,  Anna, 
and  Eloise  Gardner,  the  girl  Jim  Dart  was  engaged  to. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  were  on  the  way  from 
Weston,  Dakota,  to  Boulder,  Colorado. 

They  were  interested  in  a  big  gold  mine  in  the  latter  named 
place,  and  as  the  girls  were  acquainted  with  some  people 
there  they  brought  them  along  on  the  trip. 

All  were  accomplished  in  the  art  of  riding  horses  and 
handling  firearms,  so  they  could  well  take  care  of  themselves 
in  the  wilderness. 

They  had  beeft  on  such  trips  many  times  before,  so  the 
girls  rather  liked  it  than  otherwise. 

By  some  accident  they  had  lost  their  way  a  short  time  be¬ 
fore  our  hero  put  in  an  appearance  in  time  to  save  the  two 
men  from  being  robbed,  and  he  had  been  hunting  around  for 
a  trail  that  would  take  them  somewhere. 

When  he  came  upon  the  road  agent  in  the  act  of  relieving 
the  two  odd  characters  of  their  belongings  he  was  about  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  ahead  of  his  companions. 

They  had  followed  him,  however,  leading  his  horse  with 
them. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  attired  in  the  same  fashion  as  Wild, 
and  the  ladies  wore  hunting  suits  of  buckskin  and  dashing- 
looking  hats  such  as  were  worn  by  the  females  who  roughed 
it  in  the  mountains  and  on  the  plains  of  the  great  wild  West. 

Rip  and  Josh  looked  at  the  party  in  amazement. 

“Gosh!”  exclaimed  the  Jerseyman.  “I  never  ’spected  to 
meet  any  good-lookin'  ladies  out  here  in  the  wilderness!” 

“You  didn’t,  eh?”  retorted  Arietta.  “What  did  you  expect 
to  meet — homely-looking  ladies?” 

“Gee!  No,  I  didn’t  expect  to  meet  any  at  all!” 

“Oh!”  and  all  three  of  the  girls  laughed  merrily. 

“Go  on  an’  eat  your  grub,  gentlemen,”  said  Young  Wild 
West.  “We  will  halt  over  here  and  wait  till  you  are  through. 
You  must  be  hungry,  or  you  wouldn’t  be  cooking  at  this  time 
of  the  day.” 

mr  of  us  had  any  dinner,”  replied  Josh  in  a  tone  of 

apology. 

“Well,  go  right  ahead.  Don’t  let  us  bother  you  a  bit.  When 
you  are  through  we  want  to  ask  you  a  -few  questions.” 

“All  right,  Young  Wild  West.  You  see,  I  ain’t  forgot  your 
name.  I  never  does  fergit  a  name  when  I  once  hear  it,  I 
^don’t,  bergosh!” 

“That  is  a  good  way  to  be.  A  good  memory  is  worth  a 
good  deal  sometimes.” 

Rip  and  Josh  no  longer  hesitated. 

They  were  both  very  hungry,  and  as  the  coffee  and  other 
things  were  ready,  they  went  at  it  as  only  hungry  mortals 
can. 

The  party  had  all  dismounted,  and  they  were  taking  things 
easy  a  few  yards  distant. 

Young  Wild  West  related  about  the  meeting  with  the 
masked  man  who  had  given  his  name  as  Flashlight  Dan,  the 
King  of  the  Road  Agents,  and  his  hearers  were  very  much 
interested. 
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“It’s  too  bad  ther  measly  coyote  got  away!”  said  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  as  he  drew  his  tall  form  to  its  full  height.  “Such 
fellers  as  he  oughter  be  in  jail,  or  some  other  good  place. 
There  must  be  some  kind  of  a  trail  around  here  that’s  trav¬ 
eled  a  good  lot,  or  such  things  as  agents  wouldn’t  be  here.” 

“There  must  be  a  trail,  and  the  chances  are  that  the  town 
is  pretty  close  by,”  spoke  up  Jim  Dart. 

“Probably  these  men  know  something  about  it,”  remarked 
jWild.  “We  will  ask  them  as  soon  as  they  are  through 
eating.” 

“They  are  a  queer-looking  couple,  I  must  say,”  said  Arietta 
a  minute  or  so  later.  “They  act  as  though  they  might  be 
brothers,  though  it  can  be  easily  seen  that  one  of  them  is  a 
stranger  to  this  part  of  the  country.” 

“He’s  about  ther  rankest  lookin’  tenderfoot  I’ve  seen  in  a 
good  while,”  ventured  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“Perhaps  he  is  not  as  green  as  he  looks,”  observed  Jim 
Dart.  “You  can’t  always  tell  a  person  by  their  appearance.” 

“That  is  right,”  nodded  Wild. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  two  men  were  through  their  meal. 

Then  they  came  over  to  where  the  party  were  waiting. 

“What  did  you  want  to  find  out,  gents?”  asked  Rattlesnake 
Rip. 

“Well,  we  would  like  to  know  how  far  the  nearest  town  is 
from  here,”  queried  Young  Wild  West. 

“Ther  nearest  town  is  Gold  Dust,  an’  that  are  about  twenty 
tniles  from  hyar,  I  reckon.” 

“Will  this  trail  take  you  to  it?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know,  but  I  reckon  it  will  lead  you  out  on 
(ther  stagecoach  trail.  It  seems  to  run  in  ther  right  direction 
to  do  it.  I  never  seen  this  trail  till  to-day.” 

They  talked  away,  but  got  little  information  from  the  men. 

They  told  their  names  and  how  they  had  met  under  such 
peculiar  circumstances,  and  that  made  our  friends  smile. 

“Well,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  after  a  while,  “this  trail 
heads  almost  due  south,  and  as  that  is  the  way  we  are  travel¬ 
ing,  we  may  as  well  follow  it.” 

“I’m  bound  that  way,  too,”  spoke  up  Josiah  Jump.  “You 
haven’t  any  ’jections  to  my  goin’  along,  have  you?” 

“None  at  all.” 

“Well,  I  may  as  well  go  that  way,  too,  then,”  said  Rattle¬ 
snake  Rip.  “I  do  love  good  company,  you  know.” 


CHAPTER  III.  , 

I 

THE  ROAD  AGENTS. 

\ 

Flashlight  Dan,  the  King  of  the  Road  Agents,  thought  he 
had  made  a  very  brilliant  move  when  he  escaped  from  Young 
Wild  West. 

He  was  a  man  who  was  well  steeped  in  villainy,  and  he 
really  thought  he  vras  invincible. 

Once  he  got  through  the  thick  bushes  that  lined  the  trail 
on  that  particular  side  he  gave  his  horse  rein  and  galloped  off 
like  a  shot. 

The  course  he  took  after  he  had  covered  perhaps  a  hun¬ 
dred  yards  was  one  that  was  almost  parallel  with  the  bridle- 
jpath  trail. 

Then  he  rode  along  for  perhaps  a  mile  and  then  diverged 
upon  it. 

The  minute  he  did  so  he  removed  the  mask  from  his  face 
and  put -it  in  the  pocket  of  his  coat. 

Now,  instead  of  a  masked  highwayman,  a  handsome  man  of 
perhaps  thirty,  who  might  have  been  takqn  for  a  gentlemanly 
Iport  or  gambler,  was  riding  along,  apparently  at  his  leisure. 

He  had  a  smooth  shaven  face,  and  there  was  a  large  degree 
of  refinement  about  him  that  seemed  out  of  place  with  his 
palling. 

“So  Young  Wild  West  is  in  this  part  of  the  country,  is  he?” 
ie  muttered.  “I  wonder  what  he  is  here  for?  I’ve  heard  of 
low  he  has  gone  around  the  country  and  hunted  out  people 
n  my  business.  1  wonder  if  it  can  be  that  he  has  come  here 
‘or  the  purpose  of  making  things  lively  for  me?  Well,  if  he 
las,  he  will  find  that  he  has  made  the  mistake  of  his  life.  He 
nay  be  pretty  quick  with  a  shooter,  but  I  guess  I  showed  him 
(that  I  was  quick  enough  to  get  away  from  him,  after  he 
though  he  had  me  dead  to  rights.  I  never  saw  the  man  yet 
whom  I  couldn’t  outwit,  and  he- is  only  a  boy.” 

The  villain  chuckled  softly  to  himself  as  he  gave  this 
opinion  half  aloud. 

Flashlight  Dan  rode  along  over  the  trail  lor  perhaps 
twenty  minutes-  1 


Then  he  suddenly  came  upon  a  wagon  road  that  showed 
signs  of  being  frequently  used. 

This  was  what  was  called  the  Gold  Dust  trail,  since  it  ran 
to  a  lively  little  mining  town  called  Gold  Dust,  where  things 
were  on  the  boom,  and  things  flowed  like  water. 

“I  am  sorry  for  one  thing,”  the  bandit  mused,  as  he  rode 
along.  “I  think  I  was  a  little  hasty  in  telling  who  1  was. 
It  is  all  right  to  tell  it  to  ordinary  people,  but  I  shouldn’t 
have  let  Young  Wild  West  know.  The  fact  of  his  knowing 
me  will  only  help  him  to  make  trouble  for  me.  Well,  the 
only  thing  to  do  is  to  put  him  out  of  the  way  the  very  next 
time  we  meet,  for  he  will  certainly  discover  my  disguise  if  I 
go  to  Gold  Dust,  the  same  as  I  have  been  doing  for  the  past 
three  weeks.” 

The  gentlemanly-looking  scoundrel  rode  along  at  a  smart 
pace,  and  when  ten  miles  had  been  covered  he  turned  abruptly 
from  the  well-beaten  trail  upon  an  almost  smooth  surface  of 
rock  and  gravel  bed  that  ran  straight  to  the  face  of  a  cliff 
that  was  full  of  rifts  and  fissures. 

It  was  one  of  the  main  pieces  of  land  surface  to  be  found  in 
various  parts  of  the  earth  that  would  not  leave  the  least  sign 
of  a  hoofprint. 

What  little  dust  that  settled  upon  it  was  blown  away  by 
the  least  breeze,  so  there  was  nothing  to  be  found  from  that, 
unless,  probably,  someone  were  to  come  along  immediately 
after  the  person  who  took  the  barren  tract. 

The  cliff  was- about  a  hundred  yards  from  the  trail,  and  it 
was  about  as  inviting  a  place  as  could  well  be  found  in  a 
day’s  travel  through  that  part  of  the  mountainous  country. 

Before  he  diverged  from  the  trail  Flashlight  Dan  was  care¬ 
ful  to  look  both  up  and  down  the  trail. 

He  was  a  shrewd  fellow,  and  it  was  plain  that  he  did  not 
mean  to  allow  anyone  else  to  see  where  he  was  going,  if  he 
could  help  it. 

He  even  allowed  his  horse  to  walk  over  the  hard  surface, 
so  that  the  sound  of  the  hoofs  would  not  be  heard  Very  far 
off. 

He  rode  right  up  to  the  uneven  face  of  the  cliff,  and  then 
turned  sharply  to  the  right  for  about  the  length  of  his  horse. 

Then  he  pulled  the  animal  to  the  left  and  disappeared. 

A  person  to  have  seen  this  from  the  trail  would  have  mar¬ 
veled  considerably. 

But  there  was  really  nothing  so  strange  about  it,  after  all. 

The  self-styled  King  of  the  Road  Agents  had  merely  en¬ 
tered  a  fissure  in  the  rocky  wall  that  was  just  wide  enough 
to  admit  a  single  horseman. 

Once  in  this  he  gave  a  low  whistle,  and  the  next  minute  a 
skin  curtain  was  raised  and  the  mouth  of  the  cave  was  be¬ 
fore  him. 


He  waited  until  the  curtain  raised  high  enough  for  him 
to  proceed  without  touching  his  hat,  and  then  he  rode  into 
the  cave. 

A  rough-looking  man  with  a  face  that  had  more  than  one 
scar  on  it  greeted  him  politely  and  took  off  his  hat. 

“All  is  well,  Joe!”  the  fancy-dressed  rascal  exclaimed. 
“Are  all  the  boys  present?” 

“All  but  Pat  and  Sam,”  was  the  reply.  “They  are  down 
in  Gold  Dust.” 


“Well,  I  guess  they  know  their  business  all  right.  They 
will  keep  us  posted  as  to  what  the  men  down  there  are  up  to. 
The  last  raid  we  made  on  the  stagecoach  has  worried  them 
considerably,  and  the  poor  fools  are  doing  their  best  to  try 
and  find  who  did  it.” 

“I  reckon  you’re  altogether  too  foxy  for  ’em,  cap,”  and  the 
man  acted  as  though  he  meant  it. 

I  have  an  idea  that  I  knew  what  I  was  doing  when  I  came 
to  this  part  of  th<‘  country  to  do  business,”  was  the  reply. 

The  captain  of  the  road  agents  rode  his  horse  to  about ’the 
center  of  the  cave  and  dismounted. 

There  were  a  number  of  horses  hitched  in  a  line  to  thS 
left,  and  as  he  dropped  to  the  ground  another  man  put  in  an 
appearance  and  took  charge  of  the  coal-black  steed. 

Then,  without  a  word,  Flashlight  Dan  stalked  through  a 
narrow  opening  into  an  adjoining  cave. 

*  his  was  lighted  by  a  rift  in  the  natural  ceiling  well  fp- 
ward  the  rear,  and  seated  and  lying  about  on  benches  and 
piles  of  skins  were  about  twenty  rough-looking  men. 

They  arose  to  a  man  when  the  villain  entered. 

He  halted  before  them  and  gave  a  salute  in  military  style 
and  they  returned  it  in  the  same  manner. 

“All  is  well,  boys!”  he  exclaimed. 

“  All’s  well,  cap,”  came  the  unanimous  reply. 

The  furnishings  of  the  cave  were  anything  but  elegant  but 
there  was  a  certain  degree  ot  comfort  about  it,  for  all  that. 
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There  were  a  few  rude  tables  scattered  about  the  main 
part  of  it,  and  stools  and  barrels  sawed  in  two  made  seats 

for  the  men. 

Lanterns  hung  from  the  natural  ceiling  of  the  place,  which 
could  be  lighted  when  night  came,  and  the  villains  could  see 
as  well  as  in  the  daylight. 

On  one  side,  the  whole  length  of  the  rear  cave,  there  was  a 
row  of  bunks  where  they  slept  at  night. 

Several  boxes  and  barrels  were  stowed  in  a  corner,  showing 
that  the  outlaws  were  supplied  with  both  victuals  and  drink. 

Flashlight  Dan  took  his  place  at  one  of  the  tables. 

“Boys,”  said  he,  “I  had  quite  a  ride  this  afternoon.” 

“You  did  that,  cap!”  answered  one  of  them.  “Did  you  learn 
anything  that  will  be  of  benefit  to  us?” 

“Well,  hardly!  I  came  mighty  near  being  captured.” 

“What!”  cried  the  men  in  unison. 

“Yes.  I  met  two  old  fellows,  and  after  I  had  talked  to 
them  a  while  I  ordered  them  to  hand  over  what  they  had  of 
value  about  them.  They  were  going  to  do  so,  because  I  had 
them  covered,  when  a  boy  interfered  with  me.” 

“A  boy!”  echoed  one  of  the  rascals. 

“Yes,  a  boy!  He  said  his  name  was  Young  Wild  West!” 

“Young  Wild  West,  hey?”  spoke  up  a  scar-faced  man,  who 
looked  as  though  he  had  been  through  the  mill.  *tl’ve  seen 
him,  cap.  .He’s  a  mighty  bad  feller  ter  stack  up  agin.” 

“So  I  have  heard.  Well,  he  certainly  did  get  the  drop  on 
me,  but  I  won  out,  for  all  that.” 

It  was  quite  evident  that  a  number  of  those  present  had 
heard  of  Young  Wild  West,  for  they  looked  at  each  other 
uneasily. 

“I  have  an  idea,”  went  on  Flashlight  Dan,  “that  he  will 
undertake  to  give  us  some  trouble.” 

“If  he  does  undertake  it  he  will  come  putty  nigh  doin’  it,” 
said  the  scar-faced  man. 

“Well,  he  will  go  under  the  next  time  I  meet  him!”  declared 
the  captain  of  the  road  agents,  slapping  his  hand  heavily  on 
the  table. 

A  murmur  of  approval  went  up  from  the  men. 

“All  the  Young  Wild  Wests  this  side  of  the  Mississippi 
could  not  drive  us  away  from  here!”  went  on  Flashlight  Dan. 
“We  are  here  to  stay  until  we  have  to  leave  because  business 
gets  bad.  There  is  a  stagecoach  due  to-night  at  eight  o’clock, 
and,  as  you  all  know,  we  have  arranged  to  stop  it  and  clean 
out  the  passengers  and  rifle  the  mail  bags.  We  are  going  to 
do  this,  and  we  are  going  to  do  it  neatly,  too.  We  will  meet 
the  outfit  about  a  mile  the  other  side-  of  the  cave,  and  when 
we  have  completed  our  business  we  will  send  them  along  on 
their  way  and  let  a  few  bullets  fly  after  them  now  and  then 
to  keep  them  gw>g.  When  wet  get  here  we  will  simply  ride 
in,  and  that  will  'be  the  end  of  it.  They,  like  all  the  others  we 
have  tackled,  will  not  have  the  least  idea  where  we  went.” 

“That’s  lyght!”  his  hearers  cried.  “That’s  right!” 

“When  Pat  and  Sam  come  in  we  will  learn  what  we  may 
expect  to  get  from  the  stagecoach.” 

“That’s  right,  cap.  They  said  they’d  find  out  all  about  it. 
If  anything  in  particular  is  to  be  on  ther  stage  they’ll  know 
it,  fur  what  them  two  fellers  can’t  find  out  ain’t  worth 
knowin’.” 

It  was  the  fellow  Joe  who  said  this.  " 

He  had  just  been  relieved  by  another  man,  and  he  came  in 
to  talk  with  the  captain. 

That  he  was  well  liked  by  the  King  of  the  Road  Agents 
was  evident,  for  they  talked  together  over  various  things  for 
half  an  hour. 

At  the  expiration  of  that  time  two  men  came  into  the  cave. 

They  were  Pat  and  Sam,  and  they  had  just  come  from  the 
mining  town  of  Gold  Dust. 

“Hello,  boys!”  called  out  Flashlight  Dan,  as  he  started  up 
to  meet  them.  “What’s  the  news?” 

“Everything’s  lovely  in  Gold  Dust,”  replied  one  of  them. 
“We  cleaned  out  three  miners  in  a  game  of  draw  poker  and 
we  feel  happy.” 

“Did  you  hear  that  there  was  anything  special  to  be  in  the 
stagecoach?” 

“There  ain’t  goin’  to  be  anything  special,  ’cept  that  a  couple 
of  speculators  from  Denver  is  expected  to  arrive  some  time 
this  week.  They  may  come  through  to-night,  an’  if  they  do 
most  likely  they’ll  have  lots  of  money  with  them.” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!  Well,  they  won’t  have  it  long  after  we  strike 
them!”  laughed  the  captain  of  the  gang, 

They  all  joined  him  and  laughed  heartily. 

It  being  close  to  sunset  by  this  time,  the  man  who  officiated 
a  cook  began  to  get  the  evening  meal  ready. 


In  one  corner  of  the  big  cave  there  was  a  sort  of  natural, 
flue  that  ran  up  to  an  opening  above. 

The  road  agents  had  never  made  a  fire  in  the  daylight  since 
they  had  located  in  the  place,  for  fear  someone  might  see  the 
smoke  and  make  an  investigation. 

They  did  all  their  cooking  after  dark,  when  the  smoke  was 
not  so  apt  to  be  seen,  and  then  few  were  likely  to  pass  that 
way,  anyhow.  ' 

But  Flashlight  was  in  a  reckless  mood  just  now,  and  he* 
ordered  the  cook  to  make  him  some  good  hot  coffee. 

The  man  looked  at  him,  but  when  he/  told  him  a  second 
time  he  did  not  hesitate  to  light  the  fire,  everything  being 
ready  to  have  a  match  applied. 

“I  guess  no  one  will  see  the  smoke,  and  if  they  do  they  will 
hardly  think  it  comes  from  a  cave,”  the  villain  said,  as  his 
men  looked  a  trifle  doubtful  about  it. 

However,  he  had  the  coffee  boiled  and  some  meat  broiled, 
and  when  they  were  ready  he  sat  down  and  ate  a  hearty  meal. 

When  he  was  satisfied  on  that  point  Flashlight  Dan  lighted^ 
a  cigar  and  paced  about  the  cave  in  a  thoughtful  manner. 

He  was  killing  time  until  the  stagecoach  came  along. 

He  kept  looking  at  the  fine  gold  watch  he  wore,  and  finally 
he  decided  that  it  was  time  for  the  road  agents  to  go  out  and] 
lie  in  wait  for  the  Gold  Dust  stagecoach. 

It  was  now  after  dark,  and  the  lanterns  were  lighted  in 
the  cave.  I 

These  could  not  be  seen  from  the  outside,  owing  to  the  fact 
that  there  was  no  straight  passage  from  the  place,  and  the, 
dark  cave  between  the  main  one  and  the  open  spot  outside 
completely  shut  off  all  chance  of  any  rays  of  light  reaching! 
the  air. 

When  they  were  ready  fifteen  masked  men,  with  Flashlight 
Dan  at  their  head,  filed  out  through  the  narrow  opening  in j 
the  face  of  the  cliff  and  started  for  the  trail. 

They  did  not  ride  out  until  they  were  assured  by  a  man  on 
the  watch  that  there  was  no  one  to  be  seen  anywhere  about. 

The  mounted  villains  proceeded  in  a  direction  contrary  toj 
that  in  which  the  mining  town  lay  for  about  a  mile. 

Then  they  came  to  a  halt  behind  a  clump  of  trees. 

They  had  scarcely  done  so  when  the  rumbling  of  wheels) 
came  to  their  ears. 

“Boys!”  exclaimed  Flashlight  Dan,  “we  are  just  in  time. 
Here  comes  the  stagecoach.  Now  be  ready  for  business!” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

OUR  FRIENDS  REACH  GOLD  DUST. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  proceeded  along  the  nar¬ 
row  trail,  and  in  due  time  they  came  to  the  regular  wagon 
road. 

“This  runs  right  into  Gold  Dust,  I  reckon,”  observed  Rat¬ 
tlesnake  Rip. 

“How  big  a  place  is  Gold  Dust?”  Jim  Dart  asked. 

“Oh,  I  guess  there  must  be  about  a  hundred  people  livin’ 
there.  There’s  a  good  store  there  an’  three  whisky  mills.” 

“Well,  the  number  of  saloons  generally  tells  what  kind  of 
a  place  a  camp  is,”  said  Wild,  with  a  laugh.  “If  things  are 
not  prosperous  you  won’t  see  many  saloons.  Miners  have  got 
to  have  their  ‘liquor,  and  they’ve  got  to  gamble,  it  seems. 
Some  of  them  never  save  a  bit  of  the  money  they  make,  and 
those  are  the  kind  that  keep  the  whisky  mills  going.  1  guess 
we  had  better  ride  on  into  Gold  Dust,  since  it  is  hardly  any 
out  of  our  way,  and  stop  there  overnight.” 

“Good!”  cried  Joshua  Jump.  “I  want  to  buy  a  new  paper 
collar.  I’ve  had  this  one  ever  since  I  left  New  Jersey,  an’  it’s 
about  done  fur  now.” 

“Humph!”  retorted  Rip.  “It’ll  be  a  mighty  funny  collar 
that  you’ll  buy  in  Gold  Dust,  I  reckon.  I  don’t  believe  thejp 
know  what  collars  is  there.”  M-.- 

“Well,  you  jest  said  as  how  there  was  a  good  store  there, 
bergosh!  An’  I  never  seed  a  good  store  yet  that  didn’t  kjjhp 
paper  collars.”  t  „ 

“Ther  only  kind  of  collars  we  have  here  in  ther  We#  is 
rope  collars,”  answered  the  hunter,  “an’  I’m  dead  certaii/that 
you  don’t  want  one  of  them  kind.  Them’s  what  horse  Lnieves 
an’  sich  fellers  as  ther  road  agent  generally  gifs.” 

“A  rope  collar,  hey?  You  mean  when  a  feller  gitsAanged 
he  has  a  rope  collar  on?” 

“Yes,  that’s  jest  what  I.  mean,  Josh.” 

“Well,  you  can  count  me  out  on  that  part  of  an  arrange¬ 
ment.  I  don’t  want  to  be  hung  an’  I  ain’t  goin’  to  be,  either.” 
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“I  reckon  you  won’t  be  ’cause  you  deserve  it:  but  it  might 
be  that  some  bad  gang  got  a  hold  of  yer  an’  hung  yer  jest 
fur  ther  fun  of  it.” 

“There  wouldn’t  be  no  fun  in  that,”  and  the  Jerseyman 
shook  his  head. 

The  party  rode  on  and  passed  the  secret  rendezvous  of  the 
road  agents  just  after  the  two  men  called  Pat  and  Sam  got 
there. 

If  they  had  been  five  minutes  sooner  they  would  have  met 
the  two  villains. 

But  they  simply  rode  past  the  place  in  blissful  ignorance  of 
what  was  there. 

It  was  only  seven  or  eight  miles  to  Gold  Dust  from  there, 
and  they  soon  covered  it. 

When  they  entered  the  little  town  Wild  and  his  partners 
saw  that  Rattlesnake  Rip  had  told  them  right  when  he  said 
it  was  a  hustling  mining  camp. 

Some  of  the  shanties  were  real  neat-looking  structures. 

The  store  he  had  spoken  of  was  the  biggest  building  in  the 
place,  and  it  looked  as  though  considerable  business  was  done 
jfchere. 

Considering  the  fact  that  the  town  was  a  center  of  supplies 
for  several  ranches  that  lay  around  it,  the  store  was  an  im¬ 
portant  feature  of  it. 

And  it  was  much  the  same  way  with  the  places  where 
liquor  was  sold. 

Our  party  of  friends  was  certainly  one  that  was  bound  to 
attract  considerable  attention,  no  matter  what  sort  of  a  town 
they  rode  into. 

The  girls  were  handsome  and  very  dashing  in  appearance, 
and  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partner  were,  more  or  less 
imposing  looking. 

It  being  about  quitting  time  for  the  men  working  at  the 
mines,  they  were  making  for  their  homes,  and  when  they  saw 
the  party  approaching  they  began  to  gather  in  front  of  the 
supply  store,  which  was  also  the  postoffice,  to  see  who  and 
what  they  were  when  they  halted. 

All  new  arrivals  stopped  in  front  of  the  postoffice,  even  if 
they  did  not  go  in  it. 

Here  was  where  they  got  their  information  in  regard  to 
the  town. 

Jake  Kisco,  the  postmaster,  was  a  veritable  talking  machine 
when  he  got  started,  and  what  he  could  not  tell  strangers 
about  things  in  general  no  one  would  care  to  know. 

He  stood  on  the  little  stoop  of  the  store  building  waiting 
for  the  new  arrivals,  and  when  they  halted  he  promptly  called 
out  before  Wild  or  any  of  them  could  utter  a  word : 

“Hello,  strangers!  You’re  welcome  to  Gold  Dust!” 

“Thank  you,”  retorted  Young  Wild  West.  “Can  you  direct 
us  to  a  good  place  to  put  up  overnight?” 

“I  reckon  I  kin,  sir.  I’ve  got  ther  only  boardin’  house  in 
ther  town.  There’s  three  saloons,  but  there  ain’t  one  of  ’em 
as  kin  take  boarders.  You  kin  jest  stop  right  here,  if  you 
want  to,  and  I’ll  guarantee  that  you’ll  git  plenty  of  good  grub 
ter  eat  an’  good  beds  ter  sleep  on.  This  are  there  largest 
buildin’  in  Gold  Dust,  an’  when  I  find  that  it’s  gittin’  too 
small  I’ll  jest  run  up  another  story  on  it.  I’m  ther  post¬ 
master,  an’  my  name  is  Jake  Kisco.” 

“Good!  I  guess  we  will  stop  with  you  overnight.  We  are 
on  our  \vay  to  Boulder,  and  while  we  are  used  to  camping 
out,  it  will  be  an  agreeable  change  for  the  ladies  to  stay  under 
a  roof  to-night.” 

“Right  you  are,  young  fellow !  Hey,  you,  Pete !  Come  here 
an’  take  care  of  these  horses!  You  see,  strangers.  I’ve  got 
about  the  only  real  stable  in  ther  town.  I  kin  put  away  a 
dozen  horses  in  good  shape,  an’  give  ’em  all  ther  hay  an’  grain 
they  kin  eat.” 

“Well,  you  jest  suit  us,  I  reckon!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  as  he  dismounted.  “Come  on,  gals!” 

He  assisted  his  wife  to  get  down  from  her  horse,  and  then 
went  to  help  Arietta  and  Eloise. 

“I  reckon  I’m  somewhat  known  here,”  observed  Rattlesnake 
Lip,  as  he  swung  himself  from  his  pony.  “I’ve  bought  some 
bacon  an’  coffee  an’  sich  like  here  more  than  once.” 

“So  you  have,  Rip!  I  didn’t  take  notice  of  you,  blamed  if 
I  didl”  retorted  the  postmaster,  shaking  hands  with  the 
hunter.  “How’s  things,  anyhow?” 

“Tiiey’ve  been  putty  dull  ther  afternoon.  Since  I  met  this 
here  Jerseyman  with  ther  linen  duster  an’  ther  plug  hat 
things  has  been  putty  lively.” 

He  painted  to  Joshua  Jump,  who  was  in  the  act  of  sliding 
from  his  mule  just  then. 

Then  a  good-natured  laugh  went  up  from  the  crowd. 

Whether  he  did  it  accidentally  or  on  purpose,  the  Jersey 

i pan  slipPe<i  and  fell  just  as  his  feet  touched  the  ground. 


Anyhow,  it  made  the  men  laugh. 

Our  hero  thought  it  was  done  purposely,  but  he  said  noth¬ 
ing  just  then. 

Joshua  Jump  was  a  comical  looking  fellow,  anyway. 

“I  came  mighty  near  hurtin’  myself,  bergosh!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  as  he  got  up  and  brushed  his  clothes.  “Say!  Do  you 
keep  paper  collars  here,  mister?” 

The  storekeeper  shook  his  head. 

“No;  them’s  somethin’  we  don’t  never  have  any  call  for,” 
he  answered. 

“Thunder!  What  kind  of  a  store  do  you  keep?” 

“Ther  best  one  fur  a  hundred  miles  around.” 

“An’  don’t  have  any  call  for  paper  collars?” 

“Nope.  I  never  seen  a  paper  collar,  as  I  know  of.  What 
do  they  look  like?” 

Josh  cast  a  sweeping  glance  at  the  grinning  crowd,  but 
there  was  not  a  man  who  had  on  a  collar  among  them,  except 
the  collars  that  were  attached  to  their  flannel  shirts. 

“Huh!”  he  observed.  “No  one  dresses  up  much,  I  guess. 
’Tain’t  like  it  is  in  Skunktown,  where  ther  boys  all  dress  up 
Sundays  an’  take  their  gals  ter  meetin’.  There’s  another 
thing  I  want  to  buy,  an’  I  want  it  right  bad.” 

“What’s  that?”  queried  the  storekeeper. 

“A  box  of  shoe-blackin’.” 

“Ain’t  got  it.” 

“What!  Ain’t  got  no  shoe-blackin’?  What  do  you  people 
do  when  you  want  to  slick  up  a  little?” 

“Knock  ther  dirt  off  our  boots  with  a  broom,”  someone 
answered. 

“Shucks!  Don’t  that  beat  all,  now?  I  guess  I’m  an  awful 
greenhorn  out  here,  ain’t  I?” 

“You’ll  do,  I  reckon,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “I 
reckon  you  ain’t  near  as  green  as  you  look.” 

“Thank  you,  bergosh!  I’m  glad  to  have  someone  say  some¬ 
thin’  good  about  me.” 

Jim  and  Charlie  went  around  to  the  stable  -with  the  man, 
and  took  care  to  see  that  the  horses  were  properly  attended 
to. 

Then  they  met  the  storekeeper  in  thq  rear  of  the  house, 
who  promptly  showed  them  where  they  could  wash  the  dust 
of  travel  from  their  hands  and  faces. 

The  Others  were  already  participating  in  this  luxury,  and 
as  water,  soap  and  towels  were  plentiful  there,  they  rather 
enjoyed  stopping  at  the  postoffice  boarding-house/ as  they 
were  informed  it  was  called. 


Jake  Kisco  was  certainly  an  enterprising  man. 

He  had  a  big  piece  of  property  right  there  in  the  heart  of 
the  mining  town. 

It  ran  back  nearly  a  mile,  and  he  raised  cattle,  ‘hogs  and 
poultry.  f 

This  gave  him  a  chance  to  feed  his  boarders  good. 

The  upper  story  of  the  building  was  finished  off  into  small 
rooms,  which  were  for  the  accommodations  of  his  guests, 
and  as  he  had  the  full  run  of  the  store  business  and  got  con¬ 
siderable  out  of  the  postoffice,  there  was  no  reason  that  he 
should  not  be  a  very  rich  man  in  a  few  years. 

As  this  was  his  ambition,  it  can  be  readily  understood  that 
he  was  a  genuine  hustler. 

Though  not  exorbitant  for  that  section  of  the  country,  his 
prices  for  everything  were  pretty  high. 

But  Young  Wild  West  never  figured  on  what  a  thing  cost. 

He  had  plenty  of  money,  as  did  his  partners,  and  when 
they  'went  out  on  a  trip  they  simply  spent  it. 

Our  friends  had  ham  and  eggs  for  their  supper,  and  plenty 
of  it. 

When  it  was  through  with  Wild  suggested  that  they  go  out 
and  see  the  town. 

As  they  reached  the  front  of  the  store  half  a  dozen  cowboys 
came  riding  into  the  town  at  a  breakneck  pace. 

< ,  That  they  had  been  drinking  was  plainly  evident,  for  when 
they  go l  m  front  of  the  building  they  let  out  a  yell  and  be- 
gan  to  shoot  off  their  revolvers  in  a  reckless  manner. 

It  was  just  at  that  moment  that  Joshua  Jump  came  out 
of  the  store. 


the  cowboys  saw  him  the  first  thing,  and  they  broughl 
their  bronchos  to  a  sudden  halt. 

S?nWas  t,°°  g00cl  ,a  thin£  for  thei«  to  pass  unnoticed. 

Whoop  her  up,  boys!”  yelled  their  leader,  who  was  a  big 
giant  of  a  fellow.  Look  at  ther  crazy  galoot  in  ther  lone 
coat  an  plug  hat!  What  have  we  struck — a  theatre  show 
or  a  lunatic  asylum  out  on  a  jamboree9” 

dismounted. and  gUffa'ving  likc  a  ,ot  of  ’'"'“ties,  the  cowboys 


As  if  by  common  consent,  they  made 
J  erseyman. 


straight  for  tho 
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The  big  leader  was  the  first  to  reach  him. 

Then  he  deliberately  grabbed  the  hat  from  Josh's  head  anc 
flung  it  high  in  the  air. 

“Riddle  it.  boys!”  he  called  out'. 

Then  every  man  in  the  gang  fired  at  the  hat. 

Som?  of  them  hit  it,  and  others  did  not,  but  when  it  struck 
the  ground 'they  made  sure  and  give  it  another  volley. 

“See  here!”  exclaimed  Josh,  angrily.  “I  reckon  you  fellers 
has  got  to  pay  fur  that  hat!  It  cost  me  six  dollars  when 
new.” 

"Pay  for  nuthin’!”  retorted  the  big  cowboy,  and  then  he 
made  a  grab  as  though  to  tear  the  linen  duster  from  the  irate 
Jerseyman. 

We  say  made  a  grab,  for  he  did  not  succeed. 

Young  Wild  West  interfered. 

He  caught  the  fellow  by  the  wrist  and  gave  his  arm  a  twist 
that  brought  him  to  his  knees  on  the  stoop. 

"Take  it  easy,  my  friend,”  he  said,  calmly.  “You  must  pay 
the  man  for  destroying  his  hat.” 

A  sudden  silence  came  over  the  uproarious  crowd. 

This  was  something  they  had  not  expected. 

They  had  nb  idea  that  anyone  would  interfere  in  their 
sport  with  the  comical-looking  tenderfoot. 

“Let  go  of  me,  you  young  bantam  cock!”  roared  the  big 
man,  as  he  wrenched  himself  free.  “I’ll  shoot  ther  eyebrows 
off  you  if  you  ain’t  mighty  careful.” 

“You  will  shoot  nothing.  Do  you  hear  what  I  say?”  and 
Wild  struck  him  a  blow  with  the  fiat  of  his  hand  that  sent 
him  reeling. 

A  murmur  of  applause  went  up  from  the  hangers-on. 

The  boy  astonished  them. 

One  of  the  cowboys  raised  his  shooter  as  though  to  fire  at 
our  hero,  but  Jim  Dart  knocked  it  from  his  hand  and  then 
gave  him  a  punch  in  the  stomach  that  sent  him  in  a  heap  to 
the  ground. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  could  not  wait  any  longer.  * 

“Whoopee!”  he  yelled,  and  then  he  sailed  into  the  cowboys 
and  began  knocking  them  right  and  left. 

Joshua  Jump  got  into  it  at  the  same  time,  and  the  way  he 
went  through  them  was  a  caution. 

He  was  here,  there,  and  everywhere. 

Spat !  Spat ! 

His  fists  shot  out  like  flying  flails,  and  a  man  went  down 
at  every  crack. 

In  just  two  minutes  the  half-dozen  cowboys  were  a  badly- 
whipped  lot  of  men. 

They  w*ere  glad  to  get  to  their  bronchos  and  make  their 
escape. 

“I  reckon  I  feel  better  now,”  remarked  Cheyenne  Charlie, 
as  he  stroked  his  stomach.  “I  was  afraid  ther  ham  an’  eggs 
I  eat  wouldn’t  digest  good,  but  I  reckon  it’ll  be  all  right  now. 
There’s  nothin’  like  exercise.” 

“That’s  right,”  said  Josh,  as  he  picked  up  his  damaged 
headgear  and  tried  to  straighten  it  out.  “I  didn’t  git  paid 
fur  my  hat,  but  I  reckon  them  fellers  wished  they  had  let  it 
alone.” 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that*  it  looked  very  much  like  a  sieve, 
he  placed  it  on  his  head. 

“Now,  then,  Young  Wild  West,”  he  remarked,  turning  to 
our  hero,  “I’m  ready  to  go  out  with  you  and  take  a  look 
around  the  town.” 

“Come  on,  then!”  exclaimed  Wild.  “I  guess  the  cowboys 
won’t  interfere  with  you  again.  We’ll  see  what  is  to  be  seen, 
and  then  we  will  retire  early,  for  we  must  be  off  in  the  morn¬ 
ing  for  Boulder.” 

“I  reckon  I’ll  stay  in  this  place  for  a  while,  if  I  like  it,” 
said  Josh,  as  he  took  a  plug  of  tobacco  from  his  pocket  and 
bit  of?  a  chew.  “You  can’t  tell  but  I  might  do  some  business 
around  here,  bergosh!” 

As  they  were  going  away  the  storekeeper  called  to  Wild 
and  said: 

“You  want  to  git  around  when  ther  stagecoach  gits  in.  It’s 
due  about  nine  o’clock.  There’s  always  lots  of  excitement 
when  the  mail  arrives.” 

“I  should  think  they  would  arrange  to  get  here  before 
dark,”  our  hero  remarked. 

“Can’t  very  well.  You  see,  it’s  a  fifty-mile  stretch  with  one 
lot  of  horses,  an’  they  can’t  git  here  much  afore  nine.  Ther 
stage  gits  in  three  times  a  week,  an’  generally  brings  men 
v.ho  settle  here.  Gold  Dust  is  only  a  town  three  months  old, 
but  it’s  goin’  ter  be  a  big  city  afore  many  years.” 

“I  hope  so.” 

“I’m  dependin’  on  it.” 

Wild  and  his  two  partners  and  Josh  now  started  for  the 
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nearest  saloon,  where  there  were  quite  a  lot  of  miners 
gathered. 

It  had  got  about  how  they  had  whipped  the  cowboys,  so 
they  were  the  center  of  attraction  when  they  got  there. 

They  went  inside,  and  found  it  to  be  a  sample  of  the  ordi¬ 
nary  drinking  place  of  a  mining  camp. 

Wild  bought  some  cigars,  and  then  they  went  out  and  paid 
a  visit  to  the  others. 

In  the  third  saloon  they  were  invited  into  a  backroom  where 
gambling  was  in  progress. 


CHAPTER  V. 

SEARCHING  FOR  THE  ROAD  AGENTS. 

Joshua  Jump  appeared  to  be  delighted  when  he  saw  the 
cards  in  the  backroom  of  the  saloon. 

“So  here’s  where  they  play  fur  money,  is  it?”  loud  enough 
for  everyone  to  hear.  “Well,  I  swan!  Jest  look  at  ther  pile 
of  money  on  that  table  over  there!” 

He  pointed  to  a  table  where  five  miners  sat  playing  for 
pretty  high  stakes. 

The  men  in  the  room  paused  long  enough  to  grin  at  the 
tenderfoot’s  remarks  and  then  went  on  with  their  games. 

“I  wonder  if  they  play  dominoes  here,”  went  on  the  Jersey¬ 
man,  not  noticing  the  laughter  he  caused.  “I  jest  bet  I  kin 
beat  any  man  that  ever  lived  at  dominoes.  I  was  ther  cham¬ 
pion  block  game  player  at  Skunktown.” 

“We’ve  got  dominoes,  boss,”  spoke  up  an  attache  of  the 
place.  “Want  to  play  a  game?” 

“Well,  yes,  if  I  kin  git  anyone  to  play  with  me.” 

“We  will  play  with  you  for  a  game  or  two,  just  to  pass 
away  the  time,”  remarked  our  hero.  “Fetch  out  the 
dominoes.” 

The  man  soon  had  them  there. 

“I  s’pose  we’ll  play  for  ther  cider,  ther  cigars,  or  somethin' 
ike  that,”  said  Josh. 

“Oh,  yes!  They  won’t  let  us  -sit  here  and  play  for  nothing. 
The  man  who  runs  the  place  is  here  for  business,  you  know.” 

They  went  at  it,  and  the  quaint  fellow  from  the  State  of 
New  Jersey  proved  to  be  such  a  good  player  that  Wild  and 
his  partners  got  interested. 

They  kept  on  playing,  Josh  winning  most  of  the  games,  and 
finally  a  man  came  in  with  the  announcement  that  the  stage¬ 
coach  was  coming  through  as  though  someone  was  chasing  it. 

“It’s  ten  minutes  eftrlier  than  usual,”  remarked  the  man 
who  kept  the  place.  “That’s  somethin’  funny.  They’re  gen¬ 
erally  late,  if  anything.” 

The  majority  of  the  gamblers  got  up  and  went  out  to  see 
the  stagecoach  come  in,  but  there  were  some  who  were  too 
much  engrossed  to  leave  the  tables. ' 

Young  Wild  West  broke  up  the  domino  game  at  once  and 
led  the  way  outside. 

Just  as  he  got  there  the  outfit  came  past  the  place  and 
halted  in  front  of  the  store. 

“There’s  been  ther  dickens  to  play!”  yelled  the  driver,  as  he 
pulled  up  the  leaders  and  brought  the  horses  to  a  halt.  “A 
gang  of  road  agents  tackled  us  an’  shot  a  man  an’  took  a 
woman  off  with  ’em,  besides  cleanin’  out  every  dollar  that 
was  in  ther  crowd!” 

A  cry  of  surprise  went  up  from  those  who  heard  this. 

Wild  was  one  of  the  first  to  reach  the  stage. 

He  opened  the  door  and  found  the  body  of  a  man  lying  on 
the  floor  of  the  vehicle. 

There  was  no  one  alive  inside. 

“How  did  this  happen?”  he  asked  the  driver,  who  appeared 
to  be  pretty  badly  frightened.  < 

“We  was  took  by  surprise,”  he  said.  “It  was  about  eight 
miles  out  along  ther  trail.  There  was  a  lot  of'  road  agents, 
an’  they  all  had  masks  on.  Ther  passenger  what’s  dead  here 
undertook  to  fight  ’em,  and  they  shot  him.  They  had  me  cov¬ 
ered,  an’  four  of  ’em  had  ther  horses  by  ther  bits,  so  I 
couldn’t  do  anything.”  , 

“And  they  cleaned  out  the  mail  bags  and  carried  off  a 
woman,  you  say?” 

“Yes,  she  was  only  a  young  gal,  an’  was  with  ther  feller 
what  got  shot.  He  was  her  father,  I  reckon.” 

“You  haven’t  got  any  idea  who  the  villains  are,  or  where 
they  hang  out?” 

“Ther  boss  of  ’em  told  me  he  was  Flashlight  Dan,  ther 
King  of  ther  Road  Agents,  or  somethin’  like  that.  I’ll  admit 
I  was  putty  scared,  an’  I  mightn’t  have  catcher  jest  what  he 
did  say.” 
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Wild  questioned  the  man  further,  but  he  could  learn  noth¬ 
ing  more  than  that  he  could  lead  the  way  to  the  exact  spot 
where  the  hold-up  had  taken  place. 

“Boys,  I  guess  there’s  work  for  us  to  do,”  said  our  hero, 
turning  to  Charlie  and  Jim.  “Road  agents  must  not  be  al¬ 
lowed  to  run  things  around  where  we  are.  So  it  was  the 
dandified-looking  fellow  who  got  -away  from  me  this  after¬ 
noon,  was  it?  Well,  I’m  doubly  anxious  to  catch  him  now.” 

“An’  you  kin  jest  bet  your  boots  that  we  will  catch  him, 
too!”  exclaimed  the  scout. 

“As  sure  as  you  live  we  will!”  spoke  up  Dart. 

“I  guess  I’ll  take  a  hand  in  the  hunt  myself,”  observed 
Joshua  Jump.  “I  jest  dote  on  huntin’  out  robbers  an’  sich 
like.” 

Wild  hurried  into  the  boarding-house  and  told  the  girls 
What  had  happened. 

“We  must  help  the  men  hunt  out  the  road  agents,  Et!”  he 
said  to  his  pretty  sweetheart. 

“There  you  are  again!”  she  retorted,  with  a  smile.  “You 
are  bound  to  get  into  trouble,  no  matter  where  you  go!” 

“Well,  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  hunt  down  this  man  who  calls 
himself  flashlight  Dan.  He  told  me  to-day  that  he  had 
heard  of  me,  and  that  makes  me  anxious  to  have  him  know 
more  of  me.” 

“Well,  don’t  go  to  running  too  much  of.  a  risk,  Wild.  If  he 
knows  you  it  is  more  than  likely  that  he  wants  to  kill  you. 

You  have  so  many  enemies  among  the  badmen  of  the  West, 
you  know.” 

“Don’t  you  worry,  little  one.  I  shan’t  do  anything  rash.” 

“Well,  if  you  do  get  into  trouble  I  suppose  I  will  have  to 
get  you  out  of  it,”  and  the  girl  laughed. 

Wild  was  not  long  in  getting  out  his  horse  and  mounting  it. 

When  he  did  so  he  found  his  two  partners  and  the  Jersey- 
man  right  there. 

About  twenty  mounted  men  soon  gathered  and  started  off 
with  them. 

All  were  eager  to  find  the  road  agents  and  make  short  work 
of  them. 

The  stagecoach  driver  had  volunteered  to  go  back  with 
them,  and  he  now  rode  up  alongside  of  our  hero  and  told  him 
all  about  it  again,  which  was  not  a  great  deal. 

The  party  rode  away  pretty  fast,  and  in  less  than  half  an 
hour  they  reached  the  locality. 

.  “Here’s  ther  identical  spot  where  we  was  when  we  were 
halted,”  exclaimed  the  driver.  “Ther  men  come  out  of  them 
trees  right  over  there,  an’  they  had  me  covered  an’  told  me 
to  halt  in  no  time.  I  had  to  do  it,  or  else  go  under,  you 
know.” 

“Yes,  I  suppose  you  did  right.  They  came  out  of  that  little 
grove,  then?” 

“Yes,  right  there.” 

“And  when  they  got  through  with  you  what  did  they  do?” 

“Ther  boss  of  ’em  told  me  to  light  out  for  Gold  Dust  as 
fast  as  I  could  make  ther  nags  go.” 

“And  you  did  so?”  . 

“You  kin  jest  bet  f  did.” 

“Did  they  follow  you  any  distance?” 

“Yes,  about  a  mile.” 

“And  then  they  stopped?” 

“Yes;  they  stopped  awful  sudden-like,  too.  When  I  looked 
back  after  hearin’  ther  noise  of  ther  hoofs  die  out  I  couldn’t 
sec  a  sign  of  them.” 

“Well,  boys,  I  guess  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  go  to  the 
place  where  the  driver  last  saw  the  scoundrels,”  said  Wild. 

“We’ll  leave  it  to  you,  Young  Wild  West,”  spoke  up  the 
miner  who  had  been  instrumental  in  getting  the  party  to¬ 
gether.  “I’ve  heard  enough  about  you  to  satisfy  me  that  you 
know  what  you’re  doin’.” 

“Well,  if  you  choose  to  do  as  I  say,  come  on,  then!” 

They  turned  back  and  soon  rode  to  the  spot  where  the 
driver  declared  he  had  seen  the  last  of  the  road  agents. 

It  was  right  near  the  entrance  to  their  underground  re¬ 
treat,  as  might  be  supposed. 

But  even  Young  Wild  West  did  not  dream  that  there  was 
a  hidden  cave  there. 

However,  he  dismounted  and  began  looking  on  the  ground 
for  hoofmarks. 

There  was  so  much  stone  there  that  they  could  not  find  any. 

They,  hunted  all  around,  but  there  were  no  traces  of  the 
villains  having  left  the  trail  there. 

“It  must  have  been  further  up,  or  else  further  back,”  sug¬ 
gested  the  leader  of  the  miners.  '  ovcr> 


Wild  did  not  feel  like  leaving  the  place  just  yet,  though,  so 
he  turned  to  the  man  and  said : 

“Probably  it  would  be  a  good  idtea  for  you  fellows  to  make 
a  search  around  through  the  woods  on  both  sides  of  the  trail. 
I  am  going  to  look  around  a  bit  on  foot.” 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply,  and  the  men  rode  off,  leaving 
Wild,  Charlie,  Jim  and  Josh  there. 

“What  are  you  goin’  ter  do,  Wild?”  queried  Cheyenne 
Charlie. 

“I  am  going  to  hunt  among  these  rocks  for  the  hiding  place 
of  the  road  agents,”  was  the  reply. 

“Do  you  think  they  are  somewhere  around  here?” 

“If  the  driver  told  a  straight  story  they  must  be.  Here  is 
the  place  where  he  last  heard  the  sound  of  hoofs.  It  is  rather 
queer  that  they  should  stop  all  at  once,  is  it  not?” 

“I  should  say  so!”  exclaimed  Jim. 

Josh  had  dismounted,  and  was  leading  his  mule  to  a  clump 
of  trees. 

“I’m  of  ther  same  opinion  as  Young  Wild  West,”  lie  said  to 
Jim.  “I  won’t  interfere  with  you  fellers,  but  will  take  a  run 
around  on  my  own  hook.” 

“You  had  better  stick  close  to  us,”  advised  Dart. 

“I  won’t  git  into  trouble,  bergoshl” 

That  is  all  he  would  say,  and  as  soon  as  he  had  tied  his 
mule  he  glided  off  into  the  darkness. 

Young  Wild  West  was  not  long  in  getting  ready. 

“We  will  leave  the  horses  right  here  with  the  mule,  I 
guess,”  he  said.  “Charlie,  you  take  one  direction,  and  Jim  an¬ 
other,  and  I  will  go  a  third.” 

“Which  way  will  I  go?”  asked  the  scout. 

“Suppose  you  try  it  on  this  side  of  the  trail.” 

“And  me?”  queried  Jim. 

“You  go  to  the  right,”  on  the  other  side,  and  I  will  go  to 
the  left.” 

“All  right.” 

It  being  understood  that  they  were  to  meet  and  report  in 
half  an  hour,  they  started  out. 

Wild  crossed  the  road  and  climbed  up  a  short  ascent  until 
he  reached  a  piece  of  ground  that  was  very  rocky  and  uneven. 

Then  he  began  working  his  way  cautiously  along  until  he 
was  right  over  the  cave  of  the  road  agents,  though  he  was 
not  aware  of  it ! 

Suddenly  he  was  surprised  to  get  a  whiff  of  smoke  right 
in  the  .face. 

“Ah!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  guess  I  am  on  the  eve  of  making  a 
discovery!” 

He  crept  along  a  few  feet  further,  and  then,  without  the 
least  warning,  he  dropped  into  an  opening  and  went  shooting 
downward ! 


CHAPTER  VI. 


FLASHLIGHT  DAN  IN  DISGUISE. 


The  driver  of  the  stagecoach  had  told  a  straight  story 
about  the  hold-up. 

There  had  been  but  two  passengers  in  it. 

They  were  Judson  Heath  and  his  niece,  who  were  on  their 
way  to  take  possession  of  a  claim  that  had  belonged  to  the 
girl’s  father  at  Gold  Dust. 

Heath  made  a  fight,  and  had  lost  his  life  in  consequence. 

The  girl  had  swooned,  and  it  was  nearly  half  an  hour  later 
when  she  came  to  and  found  herself  confined  in  a  small 
place  that  was  so  dark  that  she  could  barely  see  across  it. 

Hattie  Heath  was  a  very  pretty  girl  who  had  been  reared 
in  Nebraska. 

Being  a  girl  of  the  West,  she  possessed  considerable  cour¬ 
age,  but  as  she  had  never  been  subjected  to  such  a  terrible 
adventure  before  she  was  very  much  frightened. 

When  she  found  herself  in  the  dark  place  she  realized  that 
she  was  placed  in  a  terrible  position. 

She  wept  in  silence  for  probably  fifteen  minutes,  and  then 
she  made  an  effort  to  be  brave. 

The  girl  partly  succeeded  in  doing  this,  and  then  she  got 
up  and  looked  around  to  find  what  sort  of  a  place  she  was  in 

It  did  not  take  her  long  to  learn  that  she  was  in  a  corner 
of  a  cave  that  was  boarded  across,  making  her  quarters  V- 
shaped  with  a  roughly  constructed  door  close  to  the  angle* 

She  did  not  try  to  open  the  door,  for  the  hum  of  voices 
told  her  that  men  were  close  by. 

If  she  went  out  she  would  surely  be  stopped,  so  she  s-it 
down  on  a  pile  of  skins  in  the  corner  and  thought  the  matter 
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“If  I  would  escape  from  these  villains  I  must  keep  all  my 
wits  about  me,”  was  what  ran  through  her  mind  just  then. 
“1  must  not  give  way  to  fear,  though  it  surely  is  awful  to  be 
in  the  hands  of  men  who  so  cruelly  shot  my  uncle  down  be¬ 
fore  my  eyes.” 

W  hile  she  was  meditating  she  heard  footsteps  approaching 
the  apartment  she  was  confined  in. 

The  next  moment  a  key  grated  in  the  lock  and  a  door 
swung  open. 

Then  the  masked  man  who  had  led  the  road  agents  in  the 
hold-up  of  the  stagecoach  appeared. 

“Pardon  me,  miss,”  he  said,  bowing  politely,  “but  I  thought 
it  my  duty  to  call  on  you  and  see  how  you  were  faring.  I  am 
Flashlight  Dan,  the  King  of  the  Road  Agents.” 

“Are  you  going  to  set  me  at  liberty?”  Hattie  Heath  asked, 
in  a  trembling  voice. 

“Well,  that  depends  a  great  deal  upon  yourself,”  was  the 
reply  in  a  low  voice  that  was  somewhat  musical  and  pleasant. 
“It  really  all  depends  on  you,  miss.” 

“How,  if  I  may  ask?” 

“Well,  the  fact  is  that  when  I  saw  your  face  in  the  stage¬ 
coach  I  fell  in  love  with  you.” 

The  girl  turned  pale. 

“It  is  the  first  time  that  I  really  ever  had  such  a  feeling,” 
went  on  the  villain.  “I  have  met  lots  of  pretty  girls  in  my 
day,  but  I  was  never  so  struck  as  when  I  set  eyes  on  you.” 

“Please  do  not  talk  that  way!”  exclaimed  the  fair  captive. 

“I  can’t  help  it.  What  I  am  saying  is  true.  I  give  you  my 
word  on  that.” 

“I — I  don’t  want  you  to  talk  on  such  a  subject.  I  tell 
you  plainly  to  your  face  that  I  hate  the  very  thought  of  you, 
let  alone  the  sight  of  you!” 

“Ah!  That  is  where  you  are  not  wise.  You  are  alone 
and  in  my  power.  Think  of  it!  Now,  I  am  willing  to  do  all 
that  is  honorable  and  just.  If  you  will  agree  to  marry  me  I 
promise  you  that  it  shall  be  done  in  a  legal  manner,  and  I 
also  promise  you  that  I  will  treat  you  with  all  the  love  and 
tenderness  that  man  could  possibly  have  for  the  woman  he 
loves.  Think  it  over,  miss.” 

The  poor  girl  burst  into  a  fit  of  weeping  and  sank  upon 
the  pile  of  skins. 

“I  will  not  interfere  with  you,”  said  Flashlight  Dan.  “When 
you  get  your  nerves  back  just  think  over  what  I  have  said. 
And  remember.!  I  mean  to  be  perfectly  honorable  with  you, 
if  you  will  let  me.  If  you  will  not,  that  is  another  thing.  I 
will  call  on  you  in  the  morning,  and  by  that  time  you  will 
have  probably  made  up  your  mind  one  way  or  the  other.” 

/  With  these  words  the  scoundrel  stepped  out  of  the  apart¬ 
ment  and  closed  the  locked  door. 

Once  out  into  the  main  cave  of  the  retreat,  Flashlight  Dan 
walked  over  to  the  table  where  his  particular  chums,  Pat  and 
Sam,  sat. 

“Well,  how  did  you  make  out  with  ther  gal,  cap?”  the 
former  asked. 

“Not  very  good,”  was  the  retort.  “But  I  think  she j  will 
come  around  all  right  in  the  course  of  a  few  hours'.” 

“Cap,  I  reckon  it  will  be  a  miracle  if  she  does  agree  to 
marry  you,”  said  Sam.  “A  gal  is  generally  putty  decisive 
about  such  things.  If  she  happened  to  take  a  notion  to  you 
now,  it  might  be  different.  But  if  she  says  she  won’t  on  ther 
go-off,  it  are  quite  likely  she’ll  stick  that  way  to  ther  end.” 

“I  think  Sam  is  after  bein’  right  on  that,”  said  Pat. 

“Well,  if  it  comes  to  that  I  will  force  her  to  marry  me.” 

“You  must  be  dead  in  love  with  ther  gal,  cap!”  ventured 
Sam. 

“Well,  there  is  no  use  in  denying  it.  I  am  dead  in  love 
with  her.” 

“When  a  man’s  after  gittin’  in  love,  then  his  troubles  be¬ 
gin,”  laughed  Pat. 

“There’s  more  truth  in  that  than  there  is  poetry,  I  reckon,” 
observed  the  other  villain,  shaking  his  head. 

“Well,  never  mind  about  that,”  spoke  up  the  captain  of  the 
band.  “I  have  never  made  a  mistake  yet,  and  I  hardly  think 
I  have  this  time.  If  I  take  a  notion  to  marry  a  pretty  girl 
it’s  no  one’s  business.” 

“Of  course  not!”  the  two  men  hastened  to  assure  him. 

Pretty  soon  f  lashlight  Dan  got  up  and  took  a  look  about 
the  cave. 

“We  are  pretty  well  stocked  up,”  he  remarked.  “The  haul 
we  made  on  that  government  supply  wagon  train  last  week 
fixed  u:.  right  up  in  shape.  What  did  you  do  with  the  kegs 
of  powder  we  took?” 

“We  stored  ’em  in  ther  small  cave  back  of  ther  place  where 
you've  got  ther  gal,”  answered  Sam. 


“How  many  of  them  were  there?” 

“Seven.” 

“Well,  it  is  not  likely  that  we  will  have  much  use  for 
the  powder.  We  might  as  well  have  buried  it.” 

“It  might  come  in  handy  to  blow  someone  up,”  suggested 
Pat. 

“That’s  so,”  and  the  captain  nodded.  “There  were  plenty 
of  fuses  with  the  powder,  wasn’t  there?” 

“Yes,  we  put  ’em  in  a  dry  place.”  ,  . 

“Well,  if  it  were  necessary  we  could  plant  a  mine  under  the 
bed  of  the  road  out  there  and  blow  up  anything  that  passed. 
We  will  keep  the  kegs  of  powder.  They  may  come  in  useful 
after  all.” 

“The  stage  coach  has  reached  Gold  Dust  by  this  time,”  he, 
said.  “I  wonder  how  they  take  it  there?  By  Jove,  I  think 
I’ll  take  a  ride  over  thefe  and  see.” 

“Will  ye  take  me  along  with  ye,  cap?”  asked  Pat. 

“Yes.  Just  get  my  disguise  for  me,  and  we  will  start  out 
as  soon  as  I  can  rig  myself  up  as  the  Denver  sport.” 

Pat  hastened  to  a  small  wooden  box  that  stood  in  a  corner, 
and  soon  produced  a  blond  wig  and  beard  and  a  big  sombrero. 

The  captain  had  removed  his  mask,  and  he  took  the  articles 
and  put  them  on. 

The  wig  and  beard  were  of  the  best  quality,  and  when  he 
had  touched  himself  up  they  looked  quite  real. 

“I  guess  I  will  do,”  he  said,  with  a  smile.  “There  is  only 
one  person  who  might  discover  that  I  am  not  what  I  repre¬ 
sent  myself  to  be,  and  that  is  Young  Wild  West.  But  it  is 
hardly  probable  that  we  will  find  him  at  Gold  Dust.” 

“He  might  be  there,”  observed  Sam,  shaking  his,  head. 
“That  might  be  jest  where  he  was  headin’  fur  when  you  met 
him.” 

“Well,  if  he  is  I  am  not  afraid  to  take  my  chances  with 
him,”  was  the  retort. 

■  A  few  minutes  later  Flashlight  Dan  and  his  man  Pat  rode 
out  of  the  secret  rendezvous  and  took  the  trail  leading  to 
the  mining  town. 

About  half  way  to  the  place  they  heard  the  sounds  of 
horses  coming  along  the  trail. 

“We  had  better  hide,  I  guess,”  said  the  road  agent  cap¬ 
tain.  “It  sounds  as  though  some  one  is  coming  out  this  way 
to  hunt  up  the  fellows  who  held  up  the  stage.  There  is  no 
need  of  our  getting  questioned  about  it,  anyhow.” 

“No,”  answered  Pat.  “They  might  get  too  inquisitive, 
’cause  they’ll  be  after  bein’  excited,  most  likely.” 

There  were  plenty  .of  places  to  hide,  so  they  turned  their 
horses  up  the  bank  and  reached  the  cover  of  a  clump  of  thick 
pine  trees  just  as  the  approaching  horsemen  put  in  an  ap¬ 
pearance. 

“There’s  quite  a  crowd  of  them,”  whispered  the  captain 
of  the  road  agents  as  the  men  went  past.  “I’ll  best  a  dollar 
to  a  dime  that  they  are  out  to  find  and  punish  the  men  who 
held  up  the  stagecoach.” 

He  chuckled,  and  his  companion  followed  suit. 

“Well,  they  won’t  find  the  ones  they  are  searching  for,  I’m 
well  satisfied  on  that.  Our  headquarters  can’t  be  beaten.” 
“You’re  right,  cap,”  was  the  retort. 

“See  here,  Pat,  you  want  to  quit  calling  me  cap  now.  Call 
me  Sport — I’m  the  Denver  Sport,  you  know,  when  I’m  rigged 
out  in  this  fashion.” 

“That’s  right,  sport,”  and  the  Irishman  laughed  softly. 
They  waited  until  the  horsemen,  who  were  no  other  than 
Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  and  the  party  of  miners, 
passed,  and  then  took  to  the  trail  again,  and  proceeded  on 
their  way  to  Gold  Dust. 

They  rode  on  until  the  outskirts  of  the  town  were  reached, 
and  then  they  pulled  off  to  the  left. 

“We’ll  come  in  from  the  other  side  of  the  town  and  make 
it  appear  that  we  met  while  you  were  on  your  way  to  Shel-i  ’ 
don’s  Camp.  You  can  say  that  Sam  went  on.  I  suppose  you 
left  town  from  the  other  side,  didn’t  you?” 

,  “Oh,  yes;  I  always  do,  cap.” 

“Sport,  you  mean.” 

“Well,  Sport,  then.” 

“That’s  it.  Now,  come  on.  It's  getting  pretty  late.” 

They  soon  rode  around  to  the  trail  that  came  in  from  the, 
other  side,  and  as  they  reached  the  thickly  settled  portion 
they  found  a  few  miners  about. 

The  two  villians  were  greeted  in  a  friendly  way  by  some 
of  the  men,  for  they  were  quite  well  known  to  them,  having1 
been  there  several  times. 

The  Denver  Sport  and  both  Pat  and  Sam  were  expert 
gamblers,  and  they  claimed  that  they  divided  their  time' 
between  Gold  Dust  and  Sheldon’s  Camp,  which  was  a  small 
place  twenty  miles  to  the  south  of  the  mining  town. 
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It  was  in  the  latter  place  that  the  band  of  road  agents  had 
been  organized,  so  the  villains  really  did  know  all  about  it, 
though  they  seldom  went  to  it  now. 

They  dismounted  and  entered  the  saloon  where  gambling 
was  predominant. 

It  so  happened  that  Rattlesnake  Rip,  the  hunter,  was 
there. 

The  old  man  had  a  bad  feeling,  which  was  to  get  on  a 
spree  about  four  times  a  year. 

After  the  party  left  to  try  and  find  the  road  agents  he 
had  started  right  in  on  one  of  his  sprees. 

He  was  just  getting  under  headway  when  the  disguised 
outlaw  captain  and  his  colleague  entered. 

Rip  liked  to  gamble,  as  well  as  drink. 

He  had  never  seen  either  of  the  men  before,  but  he  asked 
them  to  join  him  in  a  drink  the  moment  they  came  in. 

They  were  not  the  ones  to  refuse,  as  might  be  supposed, 
though  Flashlight  Dan  never  drank  so  much  that  he  could 
not  keep  his  wits  about  him. 

The  hunter  had  a  roll  of  money,  and  when  the  villain  saw 
him  take  it  from  his  pocket  to  pay  the  round,  he  made  up 
his  mind  that  he  was  going  to  have  it  before  he  went  away 
from  Gold  Dust. 

He  began  to  make  himself  very  affable  to  the  sure  shot. 

He  treated  him  to  the  best  there  was  in  the  house  and  then 
introduced  Pat. 

The  latter  had  been  explaining  to  the  man  behind  the  bar 
how  he  had  met  the  Denver  sport  coming  to  Gold  Dust,  and 
that  he  had  accepted  his  earnest  invitation  to  come  back  with 
him. 

The  story  was  a  plausible  one,  so  not  one  of  those  who 
.heard  it  thought  for  a  moment  that  either  of  the  villains  had 
heard  of  the  hold-up. 

While  Flashlight  Dan  was  working  his  way  into  the  good 
graces  of  the  hunter,  Pat  listened  with  affected  surprise  to 
the  story  of  the  hold-up  by  the  road  agents. 

“What  do  ye  think  of  that,  sport?”  he  asked,  turning  to 
the  disguised  captain.  “Flashlight  Dan  an’  his  gang  of  rob¬ 
bers  have  been  after  raisin’  Cain!  They  killed  a  man,  stole 
away  a  girl  an’  robbed  ther  mail!” 

“Is  that  so?”  exclaimed  the  scoundrel.  “This  isn’t  the  first 
time  the  road  agents  have  been  heard  from.  It  is  a  wonder 
to  me  why  a  vigilance  committee  isn’t  organized  to  hunt  that 
gang  down.  I’d  like  to  have  a  hand  in  it  myself.” 

“There’s  a  crowd  out  huntin’  ’em  now,”  spoke  up  the  bar¬ 
tender.  “That  Young  Wild  West,  who  is  such  a  deadshot,  is" 
at  ther  head  of  the  men.  They  say  as  how  he  never  fails  to 
find  any  one  when  he  makes  up  his  mind  to  run  ’em  to  cover!” 

“Young  Wild  West,  eh?  I  never  heard  of  him,”  and  Flash¬ 
light  Dan  changed  the  subject. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  was  in  a  card  game  with  Rattle¬ 
snake  Rip. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

YOUNG  WILD  WEST  FINDS  THE  QUARTERS  OF  THE  ROAD  AGENTS. 

Young  Wild  West  made  a  desperate  effort  to  catch  him¬ 
self  when  he  went  shooting  downward. 

His  fingers  managed  to  clutch  a  root,  but  this  was  torn 
out  with  a  jerk,  and  he  dropped  probably  six  feet  further 
and  brought  up  on  a  ledge  of  rock. 

But  there  was  something  else  that  bothered  him. 

The  hole  he  had  fallen  into  seemed  to  be  filled  with  smoke. 
There  was  not  enough  of  it  to  strangle  him,  but  he  could 
feel  it  in  his  eyes,  and  the  smell  of  it  was  so  strong  that  he 
felt  like  getting  away  from  it  as  quickly  as  possible. 

•  “Where  there  is  so  much  smoke  there  must  be  some  fire,” 
he  thought,  and  then  he  laughed  softly  to  himself,  for  he  was 
confident  that  he  had  about  unearthed  the  hiding  place  of 
the  road  agents. 

.  Wild  was  one  of  the  most  cool  of  human  beings,  as  has 
been  told  before. 

He  never  got  the  least  bit  frightened  when  he  felt  himself 
dropping  downward;  his  only  thought  was  to  save  himself. 

And  that  had  been  accomplished  quite  easily,  since  he  had 
not  fallen  more  than  ten  feet. 

By  keeping  his  mouth  close  to  a  smooth  wall  of  rock  he 
managed  to  breathe  fairly  well. 

Then  Wild  strained  his  ears,  for  he  was  certain  he  heard 
voices  not  far  away. 

“What’s  the  matter,  Bill  ?”  he  heard  a  man  say  right  be¬ 
low  him. 

“I  don’t  know,”  was  the  reply,  “only  that  chunk  of  bear 


meat  I  left  over  ther  coals  to  roast  for  our  dinner  to-morrow 
acted  as  though  it  had  come  to  life  just  now.  It  jumped  right 
out  on  ther  ground  here.” 

“Well,  you  didn’t  have  it  spitted  right,  I  s’pose.” 

“Oh,  I  had  it  spitted  all  right.  It  wasn’t  that.  It  acted 
jest  as  though  somethin’  hit  it  an’  knocked  it  out.” 

“Well,  maybe  somethin’  did  hit  it.  S’pose  a  stone  or  some¬ 
thin’  fell  down  from  above?  There!  By  jingo!  There’s  a 
big  lump  of  dirt  with  ther  root  of  a  bush  hangin’  to  it! 
That  accounts  fur  ther  meat  bein’  upset.  It  tumbled  down 
our  natural  chimney,  as  ther  captain  calls  it,  an’  hit  ther 
roastin’  meat.” 

“I  reckon  you’re  right.” 

Our  hero’s  ears  had  become  quite  used  to  the  sounds  now, 
and  he  could  hear  the  words  distinctly. 

Though  the  voices  were  very  close  to  him,  they  sounded 
rather  muffled. 


“I  wonder  what  made  ther  dirt  tumble  down?”  said  an¬ 
other  voice  a  moment  later. 

“It  got  loose  an’  fell  down,  I  s’pose,”  replied  the  first 
speaker. 

“S’pose  some  one  is  prowlin’  around?  There  was  a  whole 
gang  of  horsemen  out  here  a  few  minutes  ago,  you  know.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  they  wouldn’t  be  ridin’  around  on  top  of 
our  hangout.  A  man  can’t  no  more  than  crawl  up  there,  let 
alone  a  whole  lot  of  horses.” 

“Well,  s’pose  it  was  a  man  crawlin’  around  there?” 

“What  would  he  be  doin’  there?” 

“Lookin’  for  us.” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!  Ain’t  you  heard  Flashlight  Dan  say  that 
this  place  here  couldn’t  be  found  by  no  one — not  by  accident, 
even.  It’s  ther  greatest  hidin’  place  man  ever  dreamed  of, 
he  says.” 

“Well,  that’s  so,  I  guess.  Probably  it  was  jest  by  chance 
that  ther  lump  of  dirt  tumbled  down  an’  knocked  ther  chunk 
of  bear  meat  off  ther  spit.  We’ll  wash  ther  ashes  an’  dirt 
off  it  an’  put  it  on  ag’in.  There’s  some  good  live  coals  there 
now,  an’  it  ought  to  cook  nicely.”  . 

The  smoke  was  not  very  thick  now,  and  Wild  undertook 
to  peer  downward. 

But  he  found  that  he  could  see  nothing.  The  natural  chim¬ 
ney  was  far  from  being  straight. 

Everything  was  in  absolute  darkness. 

Pretty  soon  the  voices  of  the  men  ceased,  and  then  the 
faint  sound  of  sizzling  meat  came  to  our  hero’s  ears. 

He  began  to  think  it  high  time  for  him  to  get  out  of  this 
rather  peculiar  position. 

The  ledge  he  had  dropped  upon  was  not  very  wide,  as  he 
found  when  he  moved  his  feet. 

The  opening  was  not  much  more  than  wide  enough  to 
give  him  a  chance  to  turn  his  body  around,  either. 

“I  must  run  the  risk  of  striking  a  match,”  he  thought.  “  If 
I  am  going  to  get  out  of  here  without  letting  the  road  agents 
know  of  it  I  must  see  what  I  am  doing.” 

He  got  a  match  from  his  pocket  and  struck  it. 

As  the  blue  flame  flared  up  he  raised  it  above  his  head  and 
took  a  good  look. 

then  it  was  that  a  nod  of  satisfaction  came  from  him 

He  saw  a  way  to  get  up. 

Less  than  ioui  feet  ahead  of  him  there  were  jutting  points 
of  rock  that  would  enable  him  to  clamber  to  the  place  he 
had  fallen  from. 


But  he  would  have  to  be  very  careful  lest  he  dislodged  a 
stone  and  sent  some  dirt  below. 


K  that  should  happen  again  the  villains  in  the  cave  below 
would  likely  investigate.  v 

And  to  catch  the  boy  where  he  was  would  make  bad  work 
for  him. 


He  would  probably  be  shot  before  they  even  knew  who. 
he  was. 


But  Wild  had  a  happy  faculty  of  being  able  to  do  thintrs 
in  the  right  way.  ® 

He  was  not  going  to  make  any  more  noise  than  was  abso¬ 
lutely  necessary. 

Having  located  the  way  to  get  out,  he  proceeded  to  do  so 

Slowly  but  surely  he  drew  himself  upward,  ami  in  less  than 
ri(lo'elimU^eS  16  WaS  booking  out  upon  the  uneven  top  of  the 


,  «Pon  his  feet,  he  saw  how  easy  it  had  been  for  him 

to  step  into  the  opening  and  go  gliding  downward 

I  must  have  made  considerable  noise,”  he  muttered  “It 
is  strange  that  they  did  not  hear  it  down  there  ” 

Tai  f11?1  madf  as  m,Hch  n?ise  as  he  thought. 

The  jai  that  he  made  would  easily  have  been  drowned  by 
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the  voices  of  the  talking  villains  below,  and  that  was  prob¬ 
ably  the  case. 

Once  out  of  the  place,  Young  Wild  West  marked  the  spot 
well  in  his  mind,  and  then  started  around  to  find  a  way  to 
get  in  other  than  by  the  natural  chimney. 

He  was  confident  of  finding  it,  and  with  this  feeling  in  his 
mind  he  set  out. 

He  no  longer  undertook  to  walk  on  the  rocky  place;  there 
was  poor  chance  of  doing  this,  as  it  was  full  of  hills  and 
hollows,  and  sharp  rocks  stuck  up  on  every  hand. 

Since  hed  found  one  crevice,  our  hero  thought  there  might 
be  more  of  them  near  by. 

He  knew  that  there  must  be  some  way  for  the  air  to  get 
into  the  underground  place. 

By  aid  of  the  light  that  came  from  the  stars  he  got  the 
lay  of  the  land. 

Then  he  started  along  over  the  most  uneven  part  of  the 
surface  of  the  ground. 

And  when  he  had  covered  a  distance  of  perhaps  thirty  feet 
Wild  suddenly  came  upon  another  split  in  the  rocky  forma¬ 
tion  of  the  earth. 

It  was  right  through  the  center  of  a  lofty  pinnacle  of  rock, 
too,  and  was  a  place  that  one  would  hardly  look  for  such 
a  thing. 

“I  guess  I  have  found  out  something,  anyhow,”  thought 
the  boy.  “Flashlight  Dan  may  be  of  the  opinion  that  his  re¬ 
treat  is  a  secure  one,  but  he  will  think  differently  before  I 
am  through  with  him.  I  will  bet  on  that!” 

As  Wild  started  to  investigate  his  discovery  he  heard  a 
noise  not  far  distant.  -/' 

Instantly  he  was  on  the  alert. 

Some  one  was  approaching,  and  that  being  the  case,  who 
could  it  be  but  Jim  Dart? 

He  waited  until  he  heard  the  sounds  repeated,  and  then 
he  made  a  faint  scratching  sound  with  his  heel. 

This  he  repeated  in  about  two  seconds,  and  then  he  heard 
it  answered  in  the  same  way. 

He  was  well  satisfied  that  it  was  Jim,  but  he  was  going 
to  be  sure  of  it  before  he  went  any  farther. 

But  he  did  not  wait  long,  for  a  whispered  voice  suddenly 
said: 

“Is  that  you,  Wild?” 

“Yes,”  he  answered.  “Be  careful,  now,  and  make  very  lit¬ 
tle  noise.” 

“Why,  are  we  anywhere  near  to  the  road  agents?” 

“Yes.  Come  here.” 

The  next  minute  Dart  reached  the  side  of  our  hero. 

He  had  not  seen  or  heard  the  least  sign  of  any  of  the  vil¬ 
lains,  and  that  was  why  he  took  it  for  granted  that  it  was 
Wild  who  gave  him  the  scratching  signal. 

Jim  had  been  of  the  opinion  that  the  road  agents  were  not 
hiding  in  the  vicinity. 

But  w'hen  he  heard  what  Wild  said  he  changed  his  mind 
instantly. 

“You  have  located  them?”  he  asked,  in  a  low  whisper. 

“Yes.” 

“Where  are  they?” 

“We  are  right  over  them.” 

“Great  Scott!” 

“I  fell  through  a  crevice  similar  to  this  one  and  sent  a 
lump  of  dirt  down  that  knocked  a  piece  of  meat  the  villains 
were  roasting  from  the  fire  they  had.” 

“What!” 

Jim  Dart  was  very  much  surprised. 

Young  Wild  West  then  told  him  just  what  had  happened. 

“You  were  lucky  that  they  did  not  discover  you,  Wild,” 
said  Jim. 

“Yes,  there  is  no  use  denying  that  it  was  not  my  good  luck 
that  kept  me  from  being  found  out. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  now?” 

“Find  out  if  any  entrance  to  the  cave  below  can  be  made 
from  here.” 

“And  if  it  can?” 

“Then  we  will  have  to  get  that  girl  away  from  the  road 
agents.” 

“I  had  better  go  and  get  Charlie,  hadn’t  I?” 

“Yes,  go  ahead.  We  will  need  him.  Bring  a  lariat  with 
you  when  you  come  back,  too.” 

“All  right.” 

T)r  -t  crept  away  and  was  soon  lost  in  the  darkness. 

\V}  Jo  he  was  gone  Wild  made  a  thorough  examination  of 

the  crevice. 

He  found  it  was  wide  enough  to  allow  the  body  of  a  man 

to  go  through  without  being  squeezed. 


It  was  probably  twelve  feet  long,  and  came  to  a  point  at 
either  end. 

The  opening  was  in  more  of  a  crescent  shape  than  any¬ 
thing  else,  though  it  was  very  irregular. 

Wild  leaned  over  the  widest  part  of  the  opening  and  list¬ 
ened. 

The  hum  of  voices  came  to  his  ears. 

“I  was  not  .mistaken,”  he  thought.  “Well,  now  to  get  the 
lariat  and  go  down  there.” 

He  sat  on  the  ground  and  waited  patiently  for  Jim  and 
Charlie  to  appear. 

Five  minutes  glided  by. 

Then  he  heard  the  unmistakable  sounds  made  by  some  one 
approaching. 

But  the  sounds  came  from  a  direction  almost  opposite  from 
that  which  he  expected  his  partners  would  come. 

He  crouched  low  on  the  ground  and  listened. 

Some  one  was  crawling  that  way. 

There  was  not  the  least  doubt  of  it. 

And  Wild  was  quite  sure  that  it  was  not  Jim  Dart. 

That  made  him  be  on  the  alert  for  danger. 

Nearer  came  the  sounds,  and  presently  he  saw  a  form 
close  to  him. 

It  was  just  light  enough  for  him  to  discover  that  it  was 
a  man  with  a  long  coat  on. 

Then  it  all  came  to  him  like  a  “flash. 

The  fellow  was  Joshua  Jump. 

But  what  was  he  crawling  about  in  that  mysterious  fash¬ 
ion  for? 

That  was  a  sort  of  puzzle  to  Young  Wild  West. 

He  made  up  his  mind  to  w^atch  the  man  and  see  what  he 
was  v  up  to. 

The  Jerseyman  was  crawling  straight  for  the  fissure  from 
the  side  opposite  Wild. 

He  acted  as  though  he  knew  it  was  there,  so  our  hero  sim¬ 
ply  remained  quiet  and  awaited  developments. 

He  was  not  a  little  surprised  at  the  crafty  movements  of 
Joshua  Jump. 

The  man  acted  more  like  an  Indian  trailer  than  a  green¬ 
horn. 

His  every  movement  was  that  of  stealth  and  caution. 

Nearer  and  nearer  he  got  to  the  opening.. 

Two  seconds  later  and  he  was  within  six  feet  of  our  hero. 

Then  something  happened  that  Young  Wild  West  had  not 
reckoned  on. 

The  Jerseyman  raised  himself  to  a  standing  position,  as 
though  to  look  around,  and  stepped  right  into  the  opening. 

Down  he  went  like  a  shot,  a  smothered  cry  of  alarm 
escaping  his  lips  as  he  went. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

'  WILD  MAKES  GREAT  HEADWAY  IN  THE  GAME. 

Wild  was  surprised  at  what  had  happened  so  suddenly. 

By  the  Jerseyman’s  action  he  had  been  firmly  convinced 
that  he  knew  the  opening  was  there. 

But  our  hero  realized  that  he  had  been  mistaken. 

As  the  muffled  cry  came  to  his  ears  Wild  leaned  over  and! 
listened  for  further  sounds. 

He  heard  them  immediately. 

There  came  the  scurrying  of  many  feet,  and  then  he  heard 
the  unmistakable  sounds  of  a  scuffle. 

“Lemme  go,  you  fules!”  he  heard  Josh  say.  “I  was  lookin’ 
for  my  blamed  ole  mule,  an’  I  fell  through  a  hole.  Lemme 
alone.  I  ain’t  botherin’  you  fellers!  What  kind  of  a  place 
is  this,  anyhow?” 

“You’ll  find  out  about  it  presently,”  retorted  some  one. 
“Now  jest  tie  him  up,  boys!  This  beats  anythin'  I  ever 
heard  of.  He  was  lookin’  for  his  mule,  he  says;  but  mebbe, 
he  lies.  He  might  have  been  lookin’  for  us.” 

“We’ll  keep  him  hard  an’  fast  till  ther  captain  gits  back,” 
spoke  up  another  man.  “Then  I  reckon  he’ll  git  attended  to.” 

“Who  are  you  fellers,  anyhow?”  cried  the  Jerseyman,  in 
a  voice  that  showed  he  was  half  angered,  half  surprised. 

“Never  mind  who  we  are,”  Wild  heard  one  of  them  say. 
“But  I’ll  bet  we’ll  find  out  who  you  are  afore  we  git  through 
with  you.” 

Then  the  voices  ceased. 

It  was  just  at  this  moment  that  Jim  Dart  and  Cheyenne 
Charlie  came  up. 
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Wild  quickly  related  what  had  just  happened. 

“Thunder!”  ejaculated  the  scout.  “What’ll  turn  up  next? 
So  ther  Jerseyman  fell  down  among  ther  measly  coyotes  be¬ 
low,  did  he?  Well,  that  seems  mighty  strange,  don't  it?” 

“Yes,  it  does  seem  rather  strange,”  answered  Wild.  “Well, 
(there  is  no  use  of  us  trying  to  get  down  there  now.  The 
villains  would  have  us  in  no  time  if  we  did.  We  will  have 
to  wait  till  a  little  later.  I  heai-d  one  of  themosay  that  the 
captain  was  away,  and  they  are  going  to  keep  Joshua  Jump 
a  prisoner  until  he  comes  back.  Then  his  fate  will  be  decided 
upon.  It’s  all  a  rather  queer  game  that  is  being  played,  I 
think.” 

“If  ther  captain  of  ther  gang  is  away,  it  might  be  that  he’s 
had  nerve  enough  to  go  to  Gold  Dust,”  Jim  ventured. 

“It  might  be,”  Wild  retorted.  “Anyhow,  it  is  quite  likely 
he  will  be  back  before  long.  It  will  be  our  business  to  wait 
•.here  until  he  comes  back,  and  then  we  can  learn  the  way  to 
get  into  the  cave  beneath  us.” 

“That’s  what’s  ther  matter!”  exclaimed  Charlie.  “I  reckon 
we’d  better  git  away  from  here,  too.  Some  of  them  measly 
coyotes  might  take  a  notion  to  come  around  here  to  see  if 
there  was,  any  one  with  Josh.” 

Young  Wild  West  agreed  with  the  scout  on  this  point. 

They  crawled  away  to  a  distance  of  perhaps  fifty  feet,  and 
[then,  finding  a  good-sized  niche  in  the  face  of  a  cliff,  got 
linto  it  and  crouched  down  to  await  developments, 
j  Ten  minutes  passed,  and  there  were  no  signs  of  any  one 
appearing  up  there. 

“I  reckon  if  we  could  find  ther  men  from  ther  town  we 
might  be  able  to  take  ther  gang  down  in  that  cave  by  sur¬ 
prise,”  said  Charlie. 

,  “Yes,  if  we  could  get  in  there,”  our  hero  answered.  “There 
is  no  use  talking.  We  must  find  the  regular  entrance  to  that 
place,  so  the  sooner  we  get  about  it  the  better  it  will  be. 
One  of  us  must  hide  somewhere  on  the  trail  right  in  front 
of  this  rise  of  ground.  The  cave  is  beneath  us,  and  I  am 
quite  certain  that  there  is  a  way  to  get  in  it  from  the  trail — 
'a  way  that  can  be  got  over  quickly,  too.” 

“But  there  were  no  tracks  indicating  that  any  one  had 
come  this  way  from  the  trail,”  observed  Dart. 

“That  is  true  enough.  But  we  are  dealing  with  a  very 
shrewd  gang,  let  it  be  understood,  and  how  do  we  know  but 
that  they  have  a  way  of  covering  their  tracks  .when  they  go 
in  and  out  of  their  headquarters.  I  have  found  where  the 
villains  are  located;  now  the  next  thing  is  to  get  at  them.” 
i  “Well,  you  just  tell  us  what  to  do,  an’  we’ll  Ido  it,”  said 
the  scout. 

“Well,  let  us  go  around  to  the  main  trail,  then;  and  we 
want  to  get  there  without  any  one  seeing  us,  too.  If  there 
are  any  of  the  road  agents  watching  they  will  be  apt  to  see 
us,  unless  we  move  very  slyly  about  it.” 

Leaving  the  niche,  they  took  a  circle,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
jcame  out  upon  the  trail  from  a  point  two  hundred  feet  below 
the  entrance  to  the  rendezvous  of  the  gang. 

I  Young  Wild  West  was  eager  to  get  at  the  road  agents,  but 
he  could  not  see  any  possible  chance  of  gaining  anything  by 
going  down  through  the  opening,  after  the  Jerseyman  had 
tumbled  into  the  cave  through  it. 

It  was  more  than  probable  that  those  in  the  place  would 
ibe  keeping  a  lookout  in  that  direction. 

Our  friends  went  over  to  where  they  had  left  their  horses 
and  found  that  they  had  been  undisturbed. 

“Here  is  a  good  place  to  wait  and  watch,”  said  Wild,  as 
he  glanced  up  and  down  the  trail  and  saw  that  a  good  view 
of  the  rocky  place  that  formed  the  roof  of  the  cave  could  be 
had  from  there. 

|  “That’s  right;  I  reckon  we  kin  see  any  one  go  in  there,” 
retorted  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

■  They  got  themselves  into  as  comfortable  positions  as  possi¬ 
ble  and  then  sat  down  to  wait. 

In  about  half  an  hour  a  man  suddenly  appeared  at  the  edge 
of  the  wagon  road  opposite  them  and  began  looking  up  and 
down  in  an  anxious  manner. 

“Where  did  that  fellow  come  from?”  asked  Jim,  in  a 
whisper. 

“From  the  cave,”  replied  our  hero.  “But  the  question  is, 
where  did  he  come  out?” 

“Wait  a  minute,  an’  maybe  he’ll  go  in  ag’in,”  advised  the 
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This. was  ^ood  logic,  and  Young  Wild  West  knew  it. 

He  kept  his  eyes  on  the  man  as  a  cat  eyes  a  mouse. 

The  (-’ellow  did  not  remain  long  standing  there. 

After  looking  in  all  directions  he  nodded  and  then  started 
back  toward  the  uneven  face  of  the  cliff. 

The  moment  he  made  this  move  Wild  was  on  his  feet. 


“Stay  here  until  I  come  back,”  he  said,  in  a  low  tone.  I  m 

going  to  follow  that  man.”  .  ,  . 

Just  then  the  fellow  disappeared  right  before  their  very 


Without  any  hesitation  our  hero  stepped  out  upon  the 
trail  and  went  across  on  his  tiptoes. 

He  meant  business  this  time,  if  he  ever  had  in  his  life  be¬ 
fore.  .  ,,  ,  . 

Never  once  did  he  remove  his  gaZe  from  the  spot  where 

he  had  last  seen  the  man. 

Revolver  in  hand,  he  kept  on. 

Not  the  least  sound  did  the  boy  make  as  he  crossed  the 
hard  ground  that  formed  the  roadway  at  that  point. 

He  was  taking  a  risk,  for  the  man  might  be  laying  behind 
a  rock  for  the  purpose  of  attacking  him,  but  that  made  no 
difference. 

He  was  taking  all  chances. 

Wild  soon  reached  the  face  of  the  cliff. 

Then  it  was  that  he  was  puzzled. 

.'There  were  lots  of  little  nooks  and  crannies  there,  but 
none  of  them  seemed  to  extend  in  more  than  a  couple  of  feet 
or  so. 

But  he  had  the  place  where  he  had  last  seen  the  man  right 
in  his  mind’s  eye,  so  he  pushed  his  way  ahead. 

Then  it  was  that  he  walked  right  into  the  entrance  to  the 
underground  quarters  of  the  road  agents. 

He  went  inot  the  niche  until  he  could  go  no  farther  straight 
ahead  and  then  felt  until  he  found  where  the  turn  was. 

Without  the  least  hesitation  he  pushed  on,  moving  with 
the  silence  of  a  cat. 

The  next  instant  he  ran  against  something  that  moved 
perceptibly. 

He  put  out  his  hands  and  found  it  was  a  sort  of  curtain. 

“I  guess  I  am  on  the  right  track  now,”  he  thought.  “Now 
to  get  inside  without  arousing  the  guard.  That  was  he  who 
was  just  outside,  I  feel  certain.” 

With  a  stealthy  movement  he  dropped  to  the  ground  and 
felt  for  the  curtain. 

He  found  it  almost  immediately. 

Young  Wild  West  considered  that  he  was  in  a  streak  of 
luck. 

Dropping  flat  upon  his  stomach,  he  lifted  the  curtain  until 
he  could  look  under  it. 

Then  he  saw  a  faint  ray  of  light  coming  from  some  place 
quite  a,  distance  off. 

But  that  was  not  all  he  saw. 

Seated  on  a  stool  or  bench  was  a  man. 

The  fellow  was  facing  him,  but  appeared  to  be  in  a  rather 
sleepy  state,  for  in  the  dim  light  he  could  see  him  yawn. 

If  his  back  had  been  toward  him  he  would  have  taken  the 
chances  of  pulling  the  curtain  aside  or  crawling  under  it. 

But  such  a  proceeding  now  would  give  his  presence  away, 
and  the  man  would  surely  give  the  alarm. 

Wild  thought  it  over  for  half  a  minute. 

Then  he  decided  upon  a  plan  of  action. 

He  would  attract  the  attention  of  the  guard  and  make  him 
come  outside  the  curtain. 

Then  he  would  make  a  prisoner  of  him. 

Our  readers  know  pretty  well  that  when  once  Young  Wild 
West  caught  a  ruffian  by  the  throat  with  his  iron-like  grip 
there  was  little  chance  of  an  outcry  being  made. 

Wild  got  upon  his  feet,  but  remained  in  a  crouching  posi¬ 
tion. 


Then  he  gave  the.  curtain  a  smart  shake. 

The  ruse  worked,  for  the  guard  sprang  to  his  feet  and 
pulled  the  curtain  aside. 

Then  he  stepped  out  rather  slowly. 

The  moment  he  appeared  our  hero  carefullv  judged  the 
distance  and  sprang  forward  and  upward. 

He  made  no  mistake. 

'  .  The  right  hand  caught  the  man  squarely  bv  the  throat,  and 
his  left  seized  his  right  wrist  in  a  vise-like  grip. 

“Make  the  least  noise  and  you  will  be  a  dead  man  ”  our 
hero  whispered  in  his  ear. 


fellow  was  perfectly  silent. 

Wild  began  backing  out  of  the  narrow  passage,  nullin 
his  prisoner  with  him- 

Once  out  in  front  of  the  cliff  and  he  knew  he  had  his  ma 
dead  to  rights. 

He  did  not  call  to  Charlie  and  Jim,  for  he  knew  very  we 
that  they  were  watching. 

And  so  they  were! 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  they  started  across  the  trad. 
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In  the  darkness  they  did  not  know  but  what  Wild  was  in 
trouble. 

Our  hero  stood  perfectly  still  until  they  reached  his  side. 

“Put  your  hand  over  his  mouth,  Charlie,”  he  said,  calmly. 
“It  is  the  guard.” 

The  scout  at  once  paid  strict  attention  to  the  man. 

The  fellow  gave  a  gasp  as  Wild  released  his  hold  upon  his 
throat  and  allowed  Charlie  to  handle  him  with  the  greatest 
of  ease. 

He  was  quickly  bound  and  gagged,  and  then  they  carried 
him  over  to  where  the  horses  were. 

“So  far,  so  good!”  exclaimed  Wild.  “Now  to  got  inside  the 
the  cave  and  rescue  the  girl  and  the  Jerseyman.” 

“Hadn’t  I  better  go  with  you,  Wild?”  asked  the  scout. 

“Well,  you  might  as  well,”  was  the  reply.  “Come  on!  Jim 
will  take  care  of  the  prisoner.” 

Jim  did  not  demur. 

He  knew  very  well  that  Wild  knew'  what  was  best. 

Our  hero  and  Charlie  now  hastened  over  to  the  other  side. 

Wild  knew  exactly  v'here  the  place  to  get  in  was,  and  he 
was  soon  there. 

It  was  not  necessary  to  tell  Charlie  to  proceed  with  cau¬ 
tion. 

He  knew  all  about  that  part  of  it. 

Into  the  niche  they  went,  making  the  turn  without  a  pause. 

Wild  felt  for  the  curtain  and  found  it  just  as  the  guard 
had  dropped  it  when  he  went  out. 

He  dropped  to  the  ground  and  lifted  it  gently. 

There  was  no  one  to  be  seen,  though  the  hum  of  voices 
carrie  to  his  ears. 

He  gave  the  scout  a  nudge,  which  meant  to  follow  him, 
and  then  he  crept  boldly  into  the  cave. 

Charlie  was  right  after  him. 

Once  inside  they  rose  to  their  feet  and  remained  silent  for 
a  few'  seconds. 

Wild  pointed  to  w'here  the  faint  light  came  from,  and 
Charlie  nodded. 

Then  they  both  started  for  it. 

The  two  w'ere  now  in  the  secret  hiding  place  of  the  road 
agents,  and  they  were  there  on  business. 

Young  Wild  West  had  no  idea  how  many  there  would  be  to 
contend  with  in  case  they  were  discovered,  but  that  made 
little  difference  to  him  just  then. 

He  reached  the  place  where  the  light  came  through  about 
three  feet  in  advance  of  the  scout. 

Peering  around  a  corner,  our  hero  saw  the  interior  of  the 
main  cave  with  the  outlaws  scattered  about,  some  lying 
down  and  others  playing  cards  at  tables. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  UNGUARDED  RETREAT. 

In  the  card  game  with  the  so-called  Denver  Sport  and 
Rattlesnake  Rip  were  Pat,  the  Irish  road  agent  and  miner, 
who  was  looking  to  get  back  some  of  the  money  he  had  previ¬ 
ously  lost  with  the  disguised  man. 

Ail  -of  them  had  money — considerable,  too — and  when  they 
sat  down  they  started  right  in  for  pretty  high  stakes. 

It  was  the  first  time  any  one  had  ever  seen  the  old  hunter 
play,  and  as  he  began  to  lose  from  the  start,  some  of  the 
lookers-on  shook  their  heads  pityingly. 

“He’s  too  drunk  to  play,  even  if  he  knew  how,”  said  one 
to  the  proprietor.  “If  T  was  you  I’d  try  an’  break  up  ther 
game.  You  might  better  git  him  to  spend  ther  money  over 
ther  bar,  instead  of  lettin’  them  sharpers  take  it  from  him.” 

—  “That's  so,”  was  the  reply.  “Well,  we  will  wait  a  few 
minutes.  His  luck  may  take  a  turn.” 

They  did  wait,  and  sure  enough  Rip’s  luck  did  turn. 

Just  at  the  very  time  when  there  was  more  than  enough 
money  on  the  board  to  cover  his  losses  he  won. 

He  raked  it  off  with  a  gleeful  chuckle. 

“J  reckon  I  ain’t  forgot  the  game  altogether,”  he  observed. 

“It  seems  not,”  retorted  Flashlight  Dan,  looking  at  the 
old  man  rather  sharply. 

The  fact  was  that  he  did  not  quite  understand  how  Rip 
had  rome  1/)  hold  such  a  hand. 

T1  e  road  agent  had  dealt  the  cards  himself,  and  he  had 
g’-’en  orher  cards  than  those  that  were  shown  to  the  old 

fellow. 

1  ^  x  light.  Dan  always  knew  what  raids  were  dealt  when 

he  bandied  them. 


- - — - 

Pie  was  a  very  slick  gambler,  and  very  few  people  could 
catch  him  at  his  tricks. 

But  Rattlesnake  Rip  had  fooled  him  somehow,  and  he  was 
puzzled  over  it.  1 

He  began  to  think  that  he  had  struck  a  snag. 

But  he  said  nothing  just  then,  and  the  old  man  picked  up 
the  cards  and  shuffled  them  in  a  bunglesome  manner. 

“I  reckon  I  need  a  basket  to  shake  ’em  up  in,”  he  remarked, f 
as  he  handed  the  pack  to  the  robber  captain  to  cut. 

They  all  laughed  good-naturedly  at  the  joke,  and  Flash¬ 
light  Dan  cut  the  cards  in  an  offhand  manner. 

Rip  dealt  them  around  slowly  and  deliberately,  making| 
two  or  three  mistakes,  which  were  duly  rectified  before  he 
was  done. 


When  the  road  agent  captain  picked  up  his  hand  he  foundl 
he  had  four  kings,  the  fifth  card  being  the  ace  of  hearts. 

As  they  were  not  playing  straight  poker,  there  could  not 
possibly  be  a  hand  out  that  would  beat  this. 

Four  aces  were  high. 

Flashlight  Dan  smiled  under  his  false  beard. 

Somehow  the  Irishman  got  four  of  a  kind,  and  so  did  the 
miner. 


And  what  was  still  more  strange,  Rattlesnake  Rip  dealt 
himself  four  aces. 

There  are  only  four  aces  in  a  poker  deck,  yet  five  had  been 
dealt  around  the  table. 

There  was  something  wrong,  but  to  all  appearances  the 
old  hunter  was  entirely  innocent  of  it. 

When  it  came  to  drawing  cards  everybody  took  one,  save 
the  road  agent  leader. 

He  stood  pat,  since  he  wanted  to  be  sure  to  hold  the  ace. 

Then  the  betting  began  in  earnest. 

The  two  outlaw's  w'ere,  of  course,  working  together,  so  they) 
kept  raising  the  bets  every  time  it  came  to  their  turn. 

Rattlesnake  Rip  and  the  miner  came  right  along  with  them. 

After  there  was  in  the  neighborhood  of  two  thousand  dol¬ 
lars  on  the  board  the  miner  called. 

It  went  around,  and  all  showed  their  hands. 

Flashlight  Dan  was  the  first  to  do  so. 

“I  rather  think  the  money  is  mine,”  he  said.  “I  have  got 
four  kings,  the  best  hand  out.”  1 

“I  reckon  four  aces  beat  four  kings,”  observed  Rip,  as  he 
placed  his  homy  hand  over  the  pile  of  money. 

“Yes,  but  how  can  you  have  four  aces,  my  friend,  wriien  II 
hold  one  myself?”  cried  the  road  agent. 

“Well,  if  you  hold  an  ace  you  ain’t  entitled  to  it.  I’ve  got 
ther  four. aces  that  belong  to  ther  pack,  and  I  know'  it!” 

“There  are  four  kings  an  an  ace,  and  I  say  it  is  the  win¬ 
ning  hand,”  said  Flashlight  Dan,  speaking  sternly. 

“It  beats  my  hand,  anyhow,”  spoke  up  the  miner. 

“An’  it’s  afther  beatin’  mine,  too,”  added  Rat. 

“Well,  it  don’t  beat  mine,  though,”  added  the  hunter,  with 
a  grin.  “I’ve  got  four  aces.” 

The  four  men  looked  at  each  other  in  silence  for  a  mo¬ 
ment. 


Then  Flashlight  Dan  moved  his  hand  for  his  revolver.  . 
“Hold  on!”  cried  the  old  man.  “I’m  Rattlesnake  Rip,  the 
Sure  Shot!  Don’t  try  to  do  anything  like  that,  my  friend. 
I  may  have  been  drinkin’  a  little  more  than  was  good  for  me, 
but  I-  know'  w'hat  I’m  doin’,  jest  ther  same.  Turn  your  cards 
over  an’  let  me  see  ther  backs  of  ’em.” 


The  road  agent  captain  did  so. 

Then  all  hands  plainly  saw  that  one  of  the  cards  he  held  did 
not  belong  in  the  pack. 

The  back  was  different  from  the  rest. 

Rip  reached  over  and  turned  that  particular  card  over. 

It  was  the  ace  of  hearts.  .  . ,  . 

“There’s  where  ther  trouble  comes  in!”  he  said,  grinning 
in  a  satisfied  way.  “Ther  ace  ther  sport  has  got  don’t  belong 
to  this  deck.  I’ve  got  ther  aces  what  belong  to  it.  though.” 
He  turned  his  five  cards  over,  and  they  w'ere  all  alike  on 

the  backs.  , 

The  miner  gave  a  nod  which  signified  that  he  was  satisfied, 

but  the  Irishman  did  not. 

“Some  one  has  been  afther  cheatin’!”  he  exclaimed.  “That 
bein’  ther  case,  I  demand  me  money  back.” 

“Well,  I’m  Rattlesnake,  ther  Sure  Shot!  Now  let’s  see 
you  git  it!” 

The  hunter  whipped  out  a  big  revolver  with  his  right  hand 
and  took  the  money  with  his  left. 

The  road  agent  dropped  beneath  the  table  as  quick  as  a 
flash  and  then  pulled  it  over  on  Rip  and  the  miner. 

Then  he  pulled  his  own  revolver  and  cried  out: 

“The  first  man  who  interferes  with  this  game  will  dial” 
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Rip  was  clutching  the  money  with  his  left  hand,  and  before 
ne  knew  what  had  happened  the  villain  seized  it. 

He  knocked  the  shooter  from  the  other  hand  and  backed 
to  the  door. 

“Gentlemen,”  he  said,  addressing  the  crowd  in  the  place,” 
"I  won  the  money  squarely.  I  held  four  kings  and  an  ace, 
land  the  old  man  dealt  them  to  me  cold.  Right  is  right,  every 
time!” 

A  faint  cheer  went  up  from  some  of  the  men,  and,  tossing 
a  big  bill  on  the  bar,  Flashlight  Dan  told  the  man  behind  it 
'to  treat  all  hands  and  keep  the  change. 

After  this  he  got  out  of  the  door  in  quick  order,  followed 
(by  Pat. 

The  two  villains  lost  no  time  in  getting  to  their  horses. 

They  mounted  and  rode  away  as  though  they  were  in  an 
awful  hurry. 

“I  hate  to  leave  the  place  in  that  way,”  said  the  captain, 
las  they  reached  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  “but  I  thought 
xhat  perhaps  we  might  get  beaten  out  of  the  money  if  we 
stayed.” 

“That’s  right,  cap,”  retorted  Pat.  “Ther  next  time  we 
come  back  it  will  be  all  blowed  over.  We  was  afther  havin’ 
a  lively  time  of  it,  I  kin  tell  ye.” 

“Well,  it’s  pretty  late,  anyhow,  and  I  want  to  get  up  early 
in  the  morning.  After  breakfast  I  am  going  to  send  Sam 
after  a  clergyman.” 

“To  marry  ye  to  the  gal,  I  suppose,”  said  the  Irishman. 

“Yes.” 

“Whether  she  agrees  to  or  not?” 

“Yes;  I  have  made  up  my  mind  that  she  is  going  to  be  my 
fbride,  and  nothing  is  going  to  stop  me  now.” 

“Well,  I  hope  ye  have  ther  best  of  luck,  but  I  never  seen 
much  luck  in  any  man  gittin’  married.  There  was  my  father! 
He  lived  long  enough  to  raise  seven  bad  sons,  who  put  him 
out  of  doors  when  he  got  too  old  ter  work.  That  was  ther 
(thanks  he  got  fur  gettin’  married.” 

“And  you  was  one  of  the  sons,  Pat?” 

“I’ll  be  afther  admittin’  that  I  was;  but  I  was  ther  young¬ 
est.  an’  I  didn’t  know  any  different.” 

“But  you  knew  enough  to  go  to  the  bad,  didn’t  you?” 

“Sure,  I  never  could  do  anything  right  or  be  honest,  cap. 
II  was  cut  out  fur  jest  what  I  am.” 

“I  guess  you  was,  Pat.  Well,  now,  let  us  get  back  to  the 
(cave  as  soon  as  possible.  We  must  be  on  the  lookout  for  the 
gang  who  went  out  to  avenge  the  death  of  the  stagecoach 
passenger  and  save  the  girl.  It  wouldn’t  hardly  do  for  us 
to  run  across  any  of  them  just  nofr.” 

“Right  ye  are,  cap!” 

The  two  rode  along  at  a  swift  pace,  and  soon  came  within 
(close  vicinity  of  the  retreat. 

Then  they  brought  their  horses  down  to  a  walk  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  in  a  very  cautious  manner. 

All  was  still,  save  for  the  hum  of  the  insects,  and  when 
they  had  made  sure  that  there  was  no  one  in  sight  they  rode 
(straight  for  the  cliff. 

Into  the  narrow  passage  the  two  men  went,  Flashlight 
Dan  in  the  lead. 

When  he  got  to  the  curtain  he  gave  the  signal,  but  got  no 
response. 

1  “The  guard  has  gone  to  sleep,  I  guess,”  he  whispered  to 
,his  companion.  “If  he  has,  just  see  how  I  will  wake  him! 
jl  won’t  allow  no  guard  to  sleep  on  duty  more  than  once,  and 
'I  can  tell  you  that,  Pat.” 

“No,  sir,”  replied  the  Irishman,  shrugging  his  shoulders. 

The  road  agent  captain  now  took  hold  of  the  curtain  and 
thrust  it  aside. 

Then  he  ducked  his  head  and  rode  into  the  cave. 

Pat  followed  him  in  quick  order. 

They  both  took  note  of  the  fact  that  there  was  no  one 
there  on  guard. 

They  could  hear  the  voices  of  the  men  in  the  main  cave, 
and  with  the  shake  of  his  head  that  meant  no  good  to  the 
Iguard,  Flashlight  Dan  dismounted. 

!  He  took  his  time  about  it,  and  saw  to  the  putting  away  of 
his  horse  himself. 

Though  the  shoes  of  the  two  horses  clicked  on  the  stone 
floor  of  the  cave,  no  one  came  out  to  welcome  them. 

The  leader  of  the  villainous  band  was  getting  angry. 

He  naturally  thought  that  the  man  whom  he  had  left  to 
Ikeep  watch  on  the  entrance  was  back  there  with  the  men, 
either  drinking  or  playing  cards. 

He  thought  all  hands  must  be  pretty  much  engrossed,  or 
else  some  one  would  come  out  and  meet  them. 

When  the  two  horses  had  been  put  away  he  turned  to  Pat 
and  whispered: 


“I  want  you  to  do  just  as  I  say  now. 

“All  right,  cap,”  was  the  reply. 

“I  am  going  to  teach  the  men  m  there  something. 

sir  ^  • 

“Just  see  how  easy  it  would  be  for  some  of  our  enemies  to 

get  in  here!  Why,  that  whole  gang  that  passed  us  to-night 

could  be  in  here  by  this  time. 

“That’s  right,  cap.”  ,  ,  ,  . 

“Well,  I  will  just  give  them  a  good  scare,  and  a  talking-to 

that  they  won’t  forget  afterward.” 

“What  are  ye  goin’  ter  do,  cap 

“Sneak  right  in  where  they  are,  and  then  put  my  revolver 
to  the  head  of  the  guard  and  pull  the  trigger.” 

“You’re  goin’  to  shoot  him,  then.  . 

“Yes  I  left  Joe  to  do  guard  duty  to-night.  He  is  a  fellow 
I  always  thought  a  great  deal  of,  but  if  I  find  him  back 
there  with  the  rest  of  the  men  he  is  going  to  die  so  quickly 
that  he  won’t  know  what  struck  him. 

The  Irishman  shrugged  his  shoulders.  ~ 

“It  is  the  only  way  to  do  it,  Pat,”  went  on  Flashlight  Dan. 
“There  has  got  to  be  discipline  here,  and  you  know  it.” 

“Yes  sir.” 

“A  man  who  betrays  his  trust  ought  to  die. 

“Yes  sir.” 

“Joe ’has  left  his  post  without  placing  a  man  there  in  his 
stead.” 

“Yes,  cap.”  J 

“That  leaves  our  hiding  place  open  to  any  one  who  might 
find  the  way  to  get  in.” 
does  sir.” 

“And  there  are  lots  of  armed  men  searching  for  us  at  this 
very  moment.” 

“That’s  so,  cap.” 

“Young  Wild  West  is  with  them,  too.” 

“That  makes  it  worse,  sir.” 

“I  should  say  it  did.  Now  just  come  on  and  I  will  show 
you  what  I  am  going  to  do.” 

The  captain  started  on  tiptoe  for  the  main  cave,  his  com¬ 
panion  following  him. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  JERSEYMAN  AND  THE  GIRL  GET  OUT  OF  THE  CAVE. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  had  scarcely 
caught  a  view  of  the  road  agents  in  the  main  cave  of  their 
retreat  when  they  heard  the  sound  of  horses’  hoofs  at  the 
entrance. 

Some  one  was  coming,  and  as  Wild  had  heard  the  men 
say  that  the  captain  was  out,  he  naturally  concluded  that  it 
was  he. 

The  absence  of  the  guard  would  surely  be  discovered  now, 
and  that  meant  that  our  two  friends  were  in  danger. 

But  Wild-  did  not  get  excited. 

He  simply  touched  the  scout  on  the  arm  and  then  di 
back  into  the  darkness.  v 

It  so  happened  that  they  got  right  where  the  villains  kepo  j> 
their  horses. 

There  was  a  big  pile  of  hay  there,  and  they  quickly  goC 
behind  it. 

They  were  not  a  moment  too  soon,  either,  for  in  the  dimd> 
light  they  saw  two  horsemen  ride  under  the  curtain  and 
bring  their  steeds  to  a  halt.  X 

They  wer®  lashlight  Dan  and  Pat,  as  might  be  suppc  "*^r 

Wild  and  Charlie  overheard  everything  they  said,  and/?* 
congiatulated  themselves  on  the  way  things  were  tu  , 
out.  ed 

Our  hero  realized  that  it  was  only  too  true  when  the  leader 
ol  the  road  agents  said  his  enemies  could  have  entered'' the” ^ 
cave  and  taken  tnem  by  surprise. 

He  wished  that  the  men  from  Gold  Dust  had  been  there 
when  they  succeeded  m  finding  the  entrance. 

T  ut  there  was  no  use  in  wishing,  so  he  simply  figured  on 
accomplishing  what  he  had  come  there  to  do  without  the  aid 

did  u  ;T?£rS: -aw  Ylld  figured  on  a  th*ng  he  generally 
did  it  m  the  right  kind  of  way.  . 

tl-w^  nf-u  J '  Dan  and  tlle  Lishman  started  softlv  for 

'vho  'vere  thcre- ou,;  two 

Tb?VdHTVc?Om0;Jthmg  was  F°ing  to  happen. 
aJ  that  wisMhvlf  .M£U?"y.th0U*ht  th«  C™**  th«J 

ig  ^ptain  a^dlshmyai  "0t  COme  out  t0  meet  *• 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


-  isterdam  papers  are  discussing  the  advisability 
of  enlarging  and  deepening  the  North  Sea  Canal  and 
dispensing  with  the  locks  at  Ymuiden,  thus  giving  a 
free  waterway  without  locks  from  the  North  Sea  to 
Amsterdam.  Only  by  doing  this,  it  is  said,  can  Am¬ 
sterdam  hope  to  check  the  steady  inroads  on  her 
trade  made  by  the  rapidly  progressing  port  of  Rot¬ 
terdam,  which  has  sea  level  canal  connections. 


John  Sweers,  living  near  Elkinsville,  Brown 
County,  Ind.,  is  a  patron  of  a  rural  route  and  has  a 
mail  box  for  the  reception  of  mail.  A  few  weeks 
ago  he  deposited  a  letter  in  the  box,  but  the  carrier 
■"ailed  to  find  it.  The  second  time  he  mailed  a  letter 
*and  again  it  was  missing.  Again  he  deposited  a 
letter,  and  this  time  he  kept  watch.  To  his  amaze¬ 
ment  he  saw  a  bluebird  light  on  the  mail  box,  hop 
inside,  come  out  with  the  letter  in  its  bill  and  fly 
away. ' 


The  official  report  of  the  operation  of  the  Panama 
Canal  for  July  places  the  number  of  ocean-going 
vessels  making  the  transit  of  the  canal  in  that  month 
at  150 — 77  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific,  and  73 
from  the  Pacific  to  the  Atlantic.  By  nationality 
these  vessels  were:  United  States,  28;  British,  75; 
Japanese,  11;  Peruvian,  9;  Dutch,  2;  Chilean,  7; 
Norwegian,  9;  Swedish,  3;  Mexican,  1;  French,  1; 
Danish,  3 ;  and  Panamaan,  1.  The  total  net  tonnage 
of  the  vessels  making  the  transit  was  488,968. 


Patrick  Deering  and  a  trout  measuring  24% 
inches,  the  largest  ever*seen  in  Ridgway,  Pa.,  occu¬ 
pied  an  ambulance  on  their  way  to  the  hospital  the 
other  day.  This  is  the  story  Deering’s  friends  tell : 
Patrick,  while  diving  in  Laurel  Mill  pool,  collided 
with  the  trout.  The  fish,  stunned  by  the  blow,  im¬ 
mediately  rose  to  the  surface  and  was  captured  by 
other  swimmers.  Pat,  sorely  hurt,  was  pulled  from 
the  wrater.  An  ambulance  was  summoned  and  the 
strange  companions  in  distress  were  taken  to  the 
hospital. 


Great  Britain’s  first  Government  model  tavern  has 
been  opened  at  Carlisle.  It  is  called  the  Gretna  Tav¬ 
ern  and  Coffee  House,  and  is  under  the  management 
of  the  Central  Control  (Liquor  Traffic  Board) .  The 
latter  will  pay  to  those .  conducting  the  establish¬ 
ment  a  commission  on  the  sales  of  food  and  non¬ 
alcoholic  drinks,  but  not  on  alcoholic  drinks.  Beer, 
but  no  spirits,  will  be  on  sale.  The  board’s  object 
is  to  replace  small  and  unsuitable  premises  where  a 
large  trade  in  liquor  is  done  by  more  commodious 
premises  where  refreshments  may  be  obtained  in 
healthful  surroundings. 


James  Slocum  learned  to  his  sorrow  that  it  does 
not  pay  to  swear  while  testifying  before  Justice  Clift 
in  the  Northeastern  Police  Station,  Baltimore. 
Slocum  uttered  six  oaths,  and  for  each  oath  an  ad¬ 
ditional  fine  of  $5  was  added  to  the  original  fine  of 
$50  and  costs  which  had  been  placed  against  him 
after  he  was  convicted  of  disturbing  the  peace  in 
East  Madison  street.  The  total  fine  amounted  to  $80 
and  costs.  Slocum  will  spend  the  next  eighty-two 
days  in  jail. 


Climbing  hand  over  hand  to  the  top  of  the  smoke¬ 
stack  on  the  sugar  factary  at  Eaton,  Col.,  five  young 
women  of  Eaton  did  the  human  fly  act  on  a  dare  by 
their  male  companions,  who  promised  them  a  box 
of  candy  each  if  they  accomplished  the  feat.  The 
smokestack  is  231  feet  high  and  is  built  of  cement. 
The  women  not  only  climbed  to  the  top  but  returned 
to  the  ground  in  order  without  assistance  from  any 
of  the  men,  some  of  whom  had  attempted  the  feat 
and  failed.  The  young  women  who  got  to  the  top  of 
the  stack  were  Misses  Martin  White,  Irene  Pixler, 
Lettie  White  and  Mesdames  L.  M.  Steneking  and 
Anna  Bickle. 


Dr.  A.  W.  Reynolds  of  Caldonia,  Iowa,  is  shy 
about  $2,500  as  a  result  of  some  one  discovering  the 
hiding  place  of  his  money.  He  does  an  extensive 
loan  business  in  the  southern  part  of  Ringgold 
County,  and  recently  a  payment  of  over  $2,00^  was 
made  him.  According  to  the  doctor  he  put  the 
money  in  a  glass  fruit  jar  and  buried  it  in  a  flower 
bed  a  few  feet  from  the  front  porch.  The  next  day 
a  neighbor  asked  him  for  a  loan.  Shortly  after  the 
neighbor  left  Dr.  Reynolds  went  to  the  hiding  place 
and  found  nothing.  It  has  been  known  for  years 
that  Dr.  Reynolds  had  money  hidden  on  his  prem¬ 
ises,  and  it  is  supposed  some  one  has  been  system¬ 
atically  watching  and  secured  this  jar  of  money. 


Mrs.  Lyle  Perry  of  Flatrock  Township  is  a  teacher 
in  the  schools  at  Clifford,  northeast  of  Columbus, 
Ind.  Last  winter  she  had  a  hen  that  “stole  out  her 
nest.”  The  hen  finally  selected  a  large  pile  of  an¬ 
thracite  coal  and  laid  three  eggs  there.  Then  she 
nursed  the  eggs  for  the  required  length  of  time  and 
three  chickens  came  out.  Mrs.  Perry  did  not  wish 
to  lose  the  chickens,  and  would  not  leave  them  at 
home  when  she  went  to’ school.  So  she  solved  the 
problem  by  taking  them  with  her  in  the  morning  and 
returning  them  at  evening  until  they  were  old 
enough  to  shift  for  themselves.  The  chickens  were 
hatched  in  January  and  now  one  of  the  pullets  has 
been  enterprising  enough  to  hatch  out  a  brood  of  sev¬ 
enteen  little  chipkens  to  repay  Mrs.  Perry  for  her 
trouble. 
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DRIVEN  OUT  WEST 

or  '  , 

THE  BOY  TENDERFOOT  OF  LUCKY  STRIKE 

By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 


(A  SERIAL  STORY.) 


CHAPTER  III  (Continued). 

For  an  instant  there  was  a  deep  silence  between 
them,  and  in  that  brief  space  of  time  all  of  Harry’s 
coolness  returned. 

“Sit  down!’’  he  exclaimed.  “We  may  attract 
attention. 

Boggs  gave  him  a  keen,  searching  glance,  hesi¬ 
tated  a  moment,  and  then  sat  down,  growling  in 
threatening  tones: 

“No  games  now,  or  I’ll  plug  yer!” 

Harry  smiled  at  his  alarm,  and  sat  beside  him. 

“I  am  not  going  to  play  any  tricks,”  said  he.  “I 
merely  want  to  have  a  little  conversation  with  you, 
that’s  all.” 

“Wot  about?”  demanded  Boggs,  suspiciously. 

“That  affair  in  New  York,  of  course.  I  want  you 
to  understand  that  I  know  all  about  you  and  Cow¬ 
boy  Charley  now.  Besides  that,  I  know  why  you 
swapped  clothes  with  me.  That  was  a  mean  trick 
you  played,  paying  me  with  counterfeit  bills.  I 
nearly  got  arrested  when  I  tried  to  pass  one.” 

Boggs  grinned,  and  eyed  the  boy  closely. 

“Yer  saw  me  hit  Cowboy  Charley,  didn’t  yer?” 
he  demanded. 

“I  did,  and  as  you  wore  my  clothes,  you  were  mis¬ 
taken  for  me  by  the  police,  and  they  think  I’m 
the  murderer.” 

“So  much  ther  better  fer  me,”  coolly  answered 
the  villain.  “Say,  I  could  have  killed  yer  fer  bilkin’ 
me  out  of  gittin’  them  papers  from  Cowboy  Charley. 
T  saw  him  give  ’em  ter  you.  Now,  my  trip  ter  New 
York  was  ter  git  them  dockymints,  an’  I  want  yer 
ter  give  ’em  ter  me.” 

“I  won’t  do  anything  of  the  kind,”  replied  the 
boy.  “Cowboy  Charley  gave  ’em  to  me,  so  you 
couldn’t  get  them.  The  gold  mine  is  mine.” 

'  “Oh,  is  it,  hey?”  asked  the  man,  an  evil  expression 
creeping  into  his  eyes.  “1  .reckon  not.  I’m  a-goin’ 
ter  git  it  away  from  -yer.  Then  I’m  goin’  ter  kill 
yer.  Yer  ther  only  witness  of  wot  I  did  ter  Cow¬ 
boy  Charley,  an’  your  evidence  could  swing  me. 
With  you  a-goner  I’d  hev  nothin’  ter  fear,  an’  I’d 
make  a  big  pile  out  o’  that  mine.” 

“Well,  I  ain’t  dead  yet,”  exclaimed  the  boy. 

“But  yer  will  be,  in  a  minute!”  growled  the  villain. 

And  as  quick  as  lightning  he  gripped  Harry  by 


the  throat,  pushed  him  down  on  the  seat,  and  began 
to  choke  the  life  out  of  him. 

There  were  no  passengers  near  them  at  the  time, 
as  they  were  at  the  end  of  the  rear  car,  and  Boggs 
held  the  boy  so  he  could  not  struggle  or  cry  out  for 
help. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

IN  A  RAIN  OF  BULLETS. 


That  deadly  grip  on  Harry’s  throat  quickly  ren¬ 
dered  him  senseless,  and  a  hoarse  chuckle  of  satis¬ 
faction  escaped  the  lips  of  Bill  Boggs. 

“I’ve  got  him!”  he  thought,  as  he  rose  up  and 
gazed  around  to  see  if  any  of  the  passengers  had 
noticed  his  desperate  deed. 

It  was  so  late  that  every  one  was  dozing,  and  the 
rumbling  of  the  train  had  drowned  the  slight  noise 
Boggs  had  made. 


Feeling  secure,  the  villain  now  bent  over  the  boy 
again,  muttering: 

“He’s  got  Cowboy  Charley’s  papers.  Now’s  my 
time  ter  git  ’em !” 

And  he  rapidly  searched  Harry’s  pockets  and 
stole  his  money. 

He  found  the  mine  claim  in  the  boy’s  breast 
pocket,  and  could  hardly  suppress  a  cry  of  satisfac¬ 
tion  as  he  pulled  it  out. 


“At  last !”  he  grinned.  “I’ve  got  it,  arter  thinkin’ 
it  wuz  lost  ter  me  ferever.  Now  I  kin  sell  ther 
mine  ter  Mr.  Leland  an’  give  a  transferred  deed 


fer  ther  property  without  no  crooked  work  ’cept  ter 
forge  ther  transfer.  My  fortune  is  as  good  as 
made !” 

He  now  gagged  the  boy  and  bound  his  wrists 
behind  his  back  with  a  handkerchief.  Just  then  the 
locomotive  whistle  blew. 


Boggs  peered  out  the  window  and  saw  that  the 
train  had  cleared  the  long,  rolling  stretch  of  prairie 
land  it  had  been  traversing  and  was  now  among 
some  foothills. 

“Must  be  we’re  nearin’  Copper  Creek!”  he  mut¬ 
tered.  “Ther  gang  knows  I’m  a-comin’  an*  will  be 
on  ther  watch  ter  me.  I'll  have  ter  chuck  this  kid 
off  ther  tail-end  o’  ther  cars  so’s  ther  train  crow 


I 
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v>on’t  see  him.  He  may  break  his  neck  when  he 
lands,  an’  I  hope  he  will.” 

He  felt  the  cars  slackening  speed,  and  opened  the 
rear  door. 

Sure  that  no  one  was  watching  him,  he  picked 
the  boy  up  in  his  arms  and  carried  him  over  on 
the  rear  platform. 

“I  reckon  a  tumble  from  this  car  will  finish  him!” 
he  muttered,  as  he  began  to  swing  the  boy.  “Here 
he  goes !” 

But  just  as  he  was  about  to  hurl  the  boy  from 
the  car  a  heavy  hand  descended  on  his  neck,  there 
came  a  sharp  click,  and  a  big  revolver  was  thrust 
before  his  face. 

“No,  no!”  roared  a  heavy  voice  behind  him. 
“None  o’  thet,  yer  sneakin’  coyote!  You  kill  thet 
boy  an’  I’ll  kill  you !” 

“Mustang  Dan!”  fairly  groaned  the  villain,  rec¬ 
ognizing  the  big  fellow  in  the  buckskin  suit  and 
gray  sombrero  who  stood  there  sighting  the  revolver 
with  a  keen,  gray  eye.  “Don’t  shoot !  Don’t  shoot !” 

“Up  ter  yer  old  crooked  tricks,  ain’t  yer?”  asked 
the  other,  a  stern  look  on  his  sunburned  face,  with 
its  flowing  mustache  and  its  wreath  of  long,  tawny 
hair.  “Yes,  yes!  But  I’ve  got  ther  drop  on  yer, 
Bill.  It’s  lucky  fer  thet  poor  leetle  tenderfoot  that 
I  seen  yer  carryin’  him  out  yere.  Robbed  him,  too, 
of  course,  didn’t  yer?” 

“No!”  protested  Boggs  desperately. 

“Yer  a  liar!  Lay  down  ther  lad  on  ther  plat¬ 
form.” 

Boggs  obeyed  with  a  very  poor  grace. 

“Wliat  next?”  he  demanded,  sulkily. 

“Turn  yer  pockets  inside-out,  an’  be  blamed  quick 
about  it,  too,  or  by  ther  ’tarnal,  I’ll  let  my  gun  go 
at  j^er !” 

Boggs  dared  not  disobey,  for  he  knew  that  Mus¬ 
tang  Dan,  the  scout  and  guide,  was  reckoned  to 
be  one  of  the  most  dangerous  men  in  the  West  to 
trifle  with,  and  out  came  Harry’s  money. 

By  this  time  the  boy  from  New  York  revived 
and  sat  up. 

Observing  this,  Dan  pointed  at  him  and  roared 
at  Boggs: 

“Take  thet  gag  out  of  his  mouth  an’  loosen  his 
arms.” 

“Blast  yer,”  snarled  the  crook,  “if  yer  didn’t  have 
me  covered  I  wouldn’t  be  a  yaller  dog  fer  you,  I  kin 
tell  yer - ”  ’ 

“Hurry  up!”  roared  Dan,  making  a  threatening 
-gesture  with  his  shooter.  “I  don’t  want  none  o’  yer 
back  talk,  yer  varmint.” 

In  a  moment  Harry  was  free,  and  he  got  up. 

He  had  seen  and  heard  enough  to  know  what  was 
going  on,  and  the  pallor  left  his  face,  and  he  said 
to  Dan : 

“I’m  much  obliged  to  you,  stranger.” 

“Yes,  yes.  Don’t  mention  it.  Did  ther  cuss  rob 

Iyer?” 

“That’s  my  roll  of  money  in  his  hand.” 

“I  reckoned  as  much.  Take  it.” 

Harry  recovered  his  money,  and  feeling  in  his 


pocket,  he  discovered  his  loss  of  the  document  Cow¬ 
boy  Charley  had  given  him. 

“Thunder!”  he  cried.  “He  has  got  my  papers, 
too!” 

“Has  he?”  asked  Dan,  grimly.  “Then  take  ’em 
away  from  him.” 

“I  ain’t  got  nuthin  ’of  his’n!”  roared  Boggs  in 
alarm. 

“He  has !”  declared  Harry.  “He  lies!  Give  them 
up,  you  scoundrel!” 

“I  won’t!”  yelled  Boggs,  and  he  swept  his  arm 
around,  knocked  Dan’s  pistol  aside  and  leaped  from 
the  train. 

Without  the  slightest  hesitation  Harry  jumped 
after  him,  and  landing  on  top  of  the  crook  on  the 
ground,  he  seized  him. 

Realizing  that  he  might  lose  the  documents,  which 
were  worth  a  fortune,  Harry’s  enemy  fought  like  a 
madman  to  overpower  the  boy  and  get  away. 

But  he  was  up  against  a  hard  proposition. 

Harry  was  determined  to  recover  the  document. 

The  boy  retained  his  coolness,  and  Boggs  was 
terribly  excited. 

With  a  quick  movement  Harry  rolled  the  man 
over,  and  getting  astride  of  him,  he  whipped  out 
his  new  revolver,  pushed  the  muzzle  against  the 
man’s  face  and  said  quietly : 

“This  is  your  finish,  old  man.” 

“Oh,  don’t  kill  me!”  screamed  Boggs,  in  a  panic 
of  fear. 

“You  don’t  deserve  to  live  after  the  way  you 
treated  me.” 

“I  know.  But  I  ain’t  ready  ter  die!”  pleaded  the 
villain. 

“Give  me  that  paper  and  I  may  let  you  go.” 

“I’ll  do  anything  you  say!”  cried  Boggs,  eagerly. 

He  drew  the  document  from  his  pocket,  and  Harry 
snatched  it  out  of  his  hand  and  sprang  to  his  feet. 

It  was  a  clear,  moonlight  night.  In  the  distance 
was  the  railroad  depot  of  Copper  Creek,  at  which 
the  train  had  paused  to  let  off  an  old  man  and  a 
young  girl. 

Coming  down  the  track  on  a  run  was  Mustang 
Dan,  while  from  the  opposite  direction  a  body  of 
men,  looking  like  cowboys  mounted  on  bronchos, 
were  galloping  toward  Harry. 

As  Boggs  sat  up  and  saw  them,  he  recognized 
the  ten  men  as  part  of  his  gang,  and  bounded  to 
his  feet. 

He  waved  his  hat  to  them  and  gave  utterance  to 
a  long-drawn  howl  like  the  yelp  of  a  coyote. 

It  was  a  secret  signal  of  distress,  uttered  to  sum¬ 
mon  his  gang  to  his  aid,  and  Harry  learned  what  it 
meant  when  the  riders  flung  their  rifles  to  their 
shoulders  and  began  to  blaze  away  at  him. 

With  a  hail  of  bullets  flying  around  him,  the  boy 
did  not  lose  courage,  but  a  look  of  intense  astonish¬ 
ment  stole  over  his  face  as  he  glared  at  his  assail¬ 
ants. 

“Treachery!”  he  exclaimed.  “They  must  be  his 
friends!” 

(To  be  continued.) 


22 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY. 


FACTS  WORTH  READING 


DOG  COMMITS  SUICIDE. 

Frightened  by  the  lightning  flashes  and  crashes 
of  thunder,  a  valuable  collie  dog  owned  by  Oliver 
Minor,  of  Norwalk,  Conn.,  committed  suicide  dur¬ 
ing  the  storm  the  other  afternoon  by  drowning  him¬ 
self  in  a  cistern.  As  the  flashes  of  lightning  be¬ 
came  sharper  and  the  thunder  increased  the  dog 
was  seen  to  run  back  and  forth  seeking  shelter. 
Then  it  took  several  leaps  to  the  cistern  and  dived  in. 


FARMER  PLOUGHS  UP  WEALTH. 

A  farmer  named  Palmer,  near  Nacona,  Tex.,  a 
few  days  ago  ploughed  up  silver  bars  on  his  farm 
variously  estimated  to  be  worth  from  $100,000  to 
$280,000,  it  became  known  recently.  Palmer  says 
he  will  send  the  bars  to  the  Denver  Mint  for  analysis. 
It  is  believed  the  silver  bars  were  left  here  by  Span¬ 
iards  in  the  sixteenth  or  seventeenth  century  when 
they  retreated  owing  to  the  activity  of  the  Indians 
against  them. 


USING  THE  SAME  ENVELOPE  TWELVE 

TIMES. 

A  considerable  economy  has  been  effected  by  the 
Rock  Island  railroad  lines  in  stationery,  through 
the  use  of  one  envelope  several  times.  The  fronts  of 
the  inter-department  envelopes  used  by  the  company 
are  ruled  off  into  twelve  squares  for  names  and  ad¬ 
dresses.  Each  time  an  envelope  has  served  its 
purpose,  the  last  name  and  address  is  crossed  out 
and  the  envelope,  after  receiving  a  new  name  and 
address  in  the  next  empty  square,  is  ready  for  an 
other  journey.  During  the  past  two  years  the  cost 
of  3,252,000  envelopes  has  been  saved,  or  an  equiv¬ 
alent  of  $1,856.40.  It  is  well  to  add  that  the  envel¬ 
opes  of  this  kind  are  used  only  for  inter-department 
business. 


POWER  LINE  POLES  IN  SOUTH  AFRICA. 

Speaking  before  the  South  African  Institute  of 
Electrical  Engineers,  with  reference  to  the  electrical 
plant  on  a  Swaziland  tin  mine,  Mr.  W.  Elsdon-Dew 
said  that  no  trouble  had  been  experienced  from  at¬ 
tacks  by  white  ants  on  the  power  line  poles  when 
these  had  been  creosoted,  and  if  paraffin  were  peri¬ 
odically  introduced  into  a  hole  bored  into  the  wood 
near  the  base  of  the  pole.  But  blue-gum  or  euca¬ 
lyptus  poles  cut  from  trees  that  had  been  growing 
less  than  five  years  have  a  very  short  life  through 
dry-rot  setting  in.  Black  wattle  of  more  than  five 
years’  growth  would  now  be  used,  and  much  better 
results  were  expected. 


ELECTROCUTED  AT  IRONING. 

Standing  on  a  damp  basement  floor  while  using 
an  electric  iron,  Mrs.  Augusta  Tichorowski,  of1 


Cleveland,  was  electrocuted  the  other  day.  From 
an  investigation  by  the  police  it  is  thought  that  the 
woman  tried  to  adjust  the  plug  at  the  base  of  the 
iron  without  shutting  off  the  current. 

While  doing  this  her  hand  evidently  came  in  con¬ 
tact  with  the  live  end  of  the  plug  wire  and  the  cur¬ 
rent  passed  through  her  body  into  the  damp  floor. 
Her  two  children  ran  frightened  for  aid.  When 
neighbors  arrived  they  found  Mrs.  Tichorowski  un¬ 
conscious,  her  hand  clutching  the  plug  end  of  the 
cord. 


MAN-OF-WAR  BIRD  FASTEST  OF  FLYERS. 

There  has  been  much  gross  exaggeration  respect¬ 
ing  the  wing  power  of  birds.  That  teal  and  some 
other  ducks,  terns,  skimmers,  plover,  swallows  and 
peregrine  falcons  may  sometimes  attain  a  speed  ex¬ 
ceeding  a  mile  a  minute  is  certain;  that  anything 
but  the  frigate  bird  and  the  chimney  swift  can  much 
exceed  this  is  very  doubtful.  Estimates  of  such  fab¬ 
ulous  speed  as  120  miles  an  hour  are  probably  much 
overdrawn  or  are  downright  inventions. 

One  may  sometimes  test  this  when  riding  in  a 
railroad  train  through  country  where  birds  are  trav¬ 
eling  back  and  forth  and  often  flying  parallel  with 
the  track.  It  becomes  at  once  apparent  that  if  the 
train  is  moving  faster  than  twenty  miles  an  hour  a 
good  many  birds  attain  less  speed,  even  when  doing 
their  best.  A  fast  train  runs  away  from  or  keeps 
even  with  the  swiftest  species. 

Weight  may  add  to  momentum  and  thus  increase 
the  speed,  though  really  causing  very  little  added 
resistance;  therefore,  a  bird,  while  not  being  able 
to  do  the  aerial  stunts  that  a  dragonfly  or  a  butter¬ 
fly  can  do,  is  very  much  faster  in  going  straight 
ahead.  Tremendous  wing  power  and  speed  may 
make  up  for  lack  of  momentum  to  a  great  extent, 
according  to  the  calculation  of  a  writer  in  the  Phila¬ 
delphia  Ledger.  Thus  there  is  not  much  difference 
between  the  straightaway  speed  of  a  hawk  and  that 
of  a  wild  duck,  the  latter  having  much  the  greater 
weight,  though  a  much  smaller  wing  area.  On  the 
other  hand,  a  sparrow  is  not  nearly  as  fast  as  a  hum¬ 
ming  bird. 

P erhaps  the  speediest  of  all  winged  creatures,  even 
without  respect  to  size,  is  the  chimney  swift.  The 
man-of-war  bird,  often  called  frigate  pelican,  has 
been  generally  conceded  to  fly  faster  than  all  other 
birds ;  the  black  skimmer  and  the  killdeer  plover  are 
near  first-waters,  but  after  watching  all  these  go 
past  at  high  speed  and  at  about  the  same  distance 
J  away  repeatedly  and  also  watching  them  during  long 
|  flights,  when  they  are  trying  to  get  somewhere  in  a 
hurry,  it  appears  as  though  the  swallow-like,  bristle- 
tailed  swift  had  a  little  the  better  in  any  estimate. 
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The  Man  Who  Came  from  the  Klondike 


By  DICK  ELLISON 

(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XI  (Continued). 

“And  you  seriously  thinking  of  investing  this 
money  according  to  that  paper?”  demanded  Fred. 

“My  share — yes.  You  can  do  as  you  like  with 

yours.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  want  your  money,”  said  Fred, 
proudly.  “I  am  only  too  glad  to  get  back  what 
belongs  to  you — that’s  all.”  \ 

“'So,”  replied  Silver,  gathering  up  the  gold  notes. 
“Well,  you’re  a  strange  fellow,  Fred.  I  presume 
you  know  enough  of  the  world  to  understand  that 
there  is  not  one  boy  in  a  thousand  who  would  ever 
have  shown  up  with  that  money  at  this  office 
to-day.” 

“Yes;  I  know  that,”  replied  Fred,  “but  that’s 
just  the  kind  of  fellow  I  am.” 

Silver  laughed  and  soon  afterward  left  the  office, 
carrying  his  money  with  him. 

Fred  did  not  wait  for  his  return. 

His  fall  the  night  before  had  shaken  him  up,  and 
he  wanted  rest,  so  he  returned  to  his  room  and  did 
not  leave  it  again  that  day. 

Next  morning,  when  Fred  started  for  New  York, 
he  bought  a  paper  and,  as  usual,  turned  to  the  Wall 
Street  news. 

To  his  surprise  he  found  that  he  did  not  have  to 
open  the  paper  to  find  it — there  it  was  on  the  front 
page. 

While  Fred  rested,  things  had  been  rushing  on 
Wall  Street.  Two  columns  were  devoted  to  the  big 
boom  in  stocks,  which  had  been  entirely  unxpected. 

Greatly  excited,  Fred  hastily  ran  his  eyes  over 
the  outside. 

Every  stock  mentioned  in  Mr.  Wall’s  letter  of 
instruction  to  him  had  been  affected  by  the  rise, 
and  several  had  advanced  many  points. 

“I  wondv  *  if  Silver  went  in?”  was  the  one  thought 
uppermost  in  Fred’s  mind  the  rest  of  the  way  to 
the  office. 

Mr.  Doggett,  the  clerk,  had  already  arrived  when 
Fred  entered  Mr.  Wall’s  old  office,  and  he  regarded 
Fred  curiously  as  he  bade  him  good-morning. 

“Rig  day  on  the  Street  yesterday,”  he  remarked. 

“So  it  seems,”  replied  Fred.  “Did  Mr.  Silver  do 
much  business?” 

“I  can’t  say,  I’m  sure.  He  didn’t  do  it  through 
the  office.  He  was  out  most  of  the  time  after  you 

left.” 


Fred  then  went  into  the  private  office  and  had 
waited  but  a  few  minutes  when  the  Klondiker  came 
bustling  in. 

“Good-morning,”  he  said,  abruptly.  “Seen  the 
papers  this  a.  m.  ?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Fred.  “You  seem  to  have  had  a 
lively  day  of  it  on  the  Street  yesterday.” 

“I  should  say  so.  What  do  you  think  of  following 
a  madman’s  steer  now?” 

“Did  you?” 

“If  I  only  had!”  cried  the  Klondiker,  with  a  chuck¬ 
ling  laugh. 

He  passed  out  into  the  banking-room,  and  having 
talked  with  the  clerk  a  few  minutes,  came  back 
into  the  private  office  and  carefully  closed  the  door. 

“Fred,”  he  said,  very  quietly,  “did  you  read  the 
stock  list  carefully  this  morning?” 

“I  did.” 

“Every  stock  Mr.  Wall  told  you  to  buy  jumped, 
and  some  sailed  higher  than  a  kite.” 

“Exactly.  It  is  so.” 

“And  now,  what  do  you  think  of  the  Injun  way 
of  doing  business?  Would  I  have  been  such  a 
blamed  fool  for  following  the  old  man  Wall’s  crazy 
steer,  as  you  thought  I  would  yesterday?” 

“You  would  have  come  out  ahead,  Mr.  Silver, 
that’s  sure.” 

“Jack!”  cried  the  Klondiker.  “I  tell  you,  boy,  we 
are  partners  now,  and  I  won’t  stand  for  your  Mister 
Silver.  Call  me  Jack.” 

“And  you  did  go  in,  Jack!”  exclaimed  Fred.  “I  1 
read  it  in  your  face.” 

“I  did!” 

“Hooray !” 

“Oh,  you  may  shout  louder  than  that,  boy!  I 
waded  in  to  the  full  limit  of  that  hundred  thousand, 
and  that  in  spite  of  Barnes’  advice.  One  hour  later 
the  boom  began.  Gee  whiz!  Wasn’t  I  up  in  the 
air  over  it!  Boy,  I  jumped  in  neck  and  heels  on 
margin,  and — well,  what  do  you  think?” 

“You  keep  me  guessing,  Jack!”  said  Fred.  “How 
can  I  tell?” 

“I’m  two  hundred  thousand  to  the  good,”  roared 
the  Klondiker,  catching  Fred  around  the  waist  and 
waltzing  him  about  the  room. 

“I  can  square  up  with  Billy  Jarvis  and  still  have 
two  hundred  thousand  clear,  and  half  of  that  is 
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yours,  Fred  Morgan,  and  if  you  don’t  take  it,  blame 
me  if  I  don’t  drag  you  out  to  the  big  cut  and  push 
you  down  the  hill  again!” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

DICK  DITCHETT  TURNS  UP  AGAIN. 

It  was  a  great  day  for  Fred,  but  there  was  more 
to  come. 

Throughout  that  day  the  boom  continued. 

Fred  went  out  on  the  Street  with  Jack  Silver, 
who  wanted  to  do  a  little  personal  operating  on  the 
curb,  and  Fred  showed  him  the  way. 

“You  go  in  with  me?”  asked  the  Klondiker.  “Or 
do  you  prefer  to  pull  out?” 

“Pull  out,”  replied  Fred.  “Advance  me«a  thou¬ 
sand  on  my  share  and  I’ll  go  in  with  you  on  the 
curb.” 

And  that  was  the  time  Fred  missed  it. 

All  through  the  day  the  boom  continued. 

On  their  curbstone  transactions  both  he  and  the 
Klondiker  put  up  a  thousand  dollars  and  each  cleared 
something  over  three  thousand. 

At  the  close  of  the  Board,  which  took  place  amid 
a  wild  scene  of  excitement,  Jack  Silver,  who,  with  a 
true  gambler’s  spirit  had  turned  two  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  into  the  flurry  on  margin,  came  out  a  big 
winner. 

That  night  it  was  not  easy  to  tell  just  where  he 
stood,  but  it  proved  later  that  he  had  more  than 
doubled  his  money. 

In  a  few  days  the  Klondiker  reckoned  himself 
half  a  millionaire. 

So  much  for  the  beginning  of  the  stock  flurry 
on  Wall  Street;  now  for  the  end. 

On  the  following  morning,  while  Fred  was  talk¬ 
ing  the  situation  over  with  Jack  Silver  at  about 
nine  o’clock,  young  Dogget  knocked  on  the  door  of 
the  private  office  and  announced,  “A  lady  to  see 
Mr.  Morgan.” 

“Who  on  earth  can  it  be?”  exclaimed  Fred.  “Didn’t 
she  give  her  name?” 

“She  did  not,”  replied  Dogget.  “Shall  I  go  and 
ask  her?” 

“No!”  roared  Silver.  “Any  friend  of  Fred’s  is 
right  welcome  here.  Show  her  in.” 

And  who  should  walk  into  the  office  but  Nellie 
Eames,  looking  as  pretty  and  pert  as  ever. 

“Why,  Nellie!”  exclaimed  Fred,  placing  a  chair. 
“So  we  meet  again,  it  seems.  Let  me  introduce  Mr. 
Silver.” 

“I’ve  seen  Mr.  Silver  before,”  replied  Nellie,  “but 
he  don’t  remember  me.” 

“No,  I  don't.  And  if  I've  seen  you  before,  I  can’t 
see  why  I  don't,”  replied  Silver,  looking  Nellie  over 
admiringly. 

“.Miss  Eames  was  employed  by  Mr.  Wall,”  ex¬ 
plained  Fred. 

“Oh!”  said  Silver,  turning  red.  “I  understand. 


I  saw  you  on  the  night  the  old  man  disappeared! 
Well,  I— er - ” 

“You  needn’t  say  a  word,”  broke  in  Nellie.  “I 
understand  that  you  are  the  boss  here  now,  and  I 
didn’t  come  to  see  you,  but  Fred.” 

“Just  so,  and  if  it’s  private,  I’ll  get  out,”  said 
the  Klondiker. 

“Stay,”  interposed  Fred.  “Nellie  and  I  are  good 
friends,  but  we  haven’t  any  secrets  that  I  am  aware 
of.” 

“None  at  all,”  replied  Nellie.  “I’ve  no  time  for 
secrets.  Just  now  I’m  too  busy  looking  for  a  job. 
But  here’s  a  letter  for  you,  Fred,  and  I  guess  it  is 
from  Mr.  Wall.  Looks  like  his  writing,  anyhow.” 

And  Nellie  produced  a  dirty,  sealed  envelope,  ad¬ 
dressed  to  Fred  in  the  old  banker’s  cramped  hand. 

“Last  night,  just  as  we  were  going  to  bed,  some 
one  rang  our  bell,”  explained  Nellie,  “and  when 
father  went  to  the  door,  what  should  he  find  stuck 
underneath  but  this  letter,  and  no  one  in  sight.  Of 
course,  I  recognized  the  writing  at  once,  so  I  thought 
I  would  bring  it  over.  You  told  me  the  other  night, 
you  know,  that  you  were  making  your  headquarters 
here.” 

Fred  tore  open  the  envelope  and  glanced  over  the 
letter. 

“Yes,  it  is  from  Mr.  Wall,  and  I’ll  read  it  aloud!” 
he  exclaimed : 

“Dear  Fred — Our  interview  the  other  night  came 
to  rather  a  sudden  end.  I  don’t  see  how  you  escaped, 
but  in  my  case  there  was  no  danger,  for  I  am  made 
of  gold,  and  as  you  doubtless  know,  gold  is  not  a 
brittle  metal  nor  easily  broken.  I  am  sorry  I  could 
not  stay  to  be  introduced  to  your  friend,  but*  as  I 
happened  to  know  he  was  a  detective,  I  concluded  I 
had  better  get  on  the  move.  I  hope  you  followed  my 
advice.  If  you  did,  you  ought  to  be  well  fixed  now. 
Now  here  is  more  advice.  Pull  out  at  once.  To¬ 
morrow  there  will  be  a  big  slump  in  the  stock  mar¬ 
ket.  A  word  to  the  wise  is  sufficient.  By  the  way, 

I  am  working  now  on  another  lot  of  those  gold 
notes  and  shall  soon  have  them  finished.  In  a  few 
days  I  will  write  you  where  to  meet  me  again,  and 
then  I  will  turn  them  over  to  you.  I  have  no  use 
for  them,  for  I  am  made  of  gold. 

“Yours,  W.  Wall.” 

“Well,  upon  my  word!”  exclaimed  Jack  Silver. 
“This  comes  just  in  time.” 

“What  does  he  mean?”  demanded  Nellie.  “Sure, 
the  old  man  has  gone  daffy  to  write  such  a  letteF— 
as  that.” 

“He  is  crazy  beyond  a  doubt,”  said  Fred.  “There’s 
no  telling  what  he  means.  I’m  ever  so  much  obliged 
tq  you  for  being  so  prompt  to  deliver  this,  just  the 
same.” 

“And  you  can  bet  I  am!”  cried  the  Klondiker. 
“But  about  this  job  you  are  looking  for.” 

“Well,  what  about  it?”  snapped  Nellie. 

“We  shall  need  a  stenographer,  Fred?”  asked 
Silver. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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TIMELY  TOPICS 


Mrs.  William  Davis  of  No.  828  Sandusky  avenue, 
Kansas  City.  Kan.,  has  found  a  preparedness  pre¬ 
caution  taken  against  burglars  unprofitable.  Mrs. 
Davis  hid  a  half-carat  diamond  ring  and  a  pair  of 
ear-rings,  each  set  with  a  diamond  weighing  five- 
eighths  carat,  in  a  pillowslip  the  other  night.  The 
pillowslip  was  sent  with  a  bundle  of  clothes  to  a 
laundry  the  next  morning.  The  jewelry  has  not  been 
recovered. 


Three  women  in  a  buggy  stopped  along  the  St. 
Joseph  River,  four  miles  northwest  of  South  Bend, 
Ind.,  the  other  afternoon  for  a  picnic.  The  horse 
was  blind  and  wandered  into  the  river,  drawing  the 
buggy  with  it.  Unable  to  see,  the  animal  kept  to 
the  middle  of  the  river  and  had  swam  half  a  mile 
down  stream,  drawing  the  buggy,  when  it  was  seen 
by  a  boy,  who  swam  to  the  middle  of  the  river,  un¬ 
hitched  the  horse  and  led  it  to  the  shore.  The  buggy 
sank  to  the  bottom  of  the  river. 


It  is  now  believed  that  fully  85  per  cent,  of  the  hay 
fever  prevalent  in  the  autumn  is  due  to  the  pollen 
of  the  common  ragweed,  while  goldenrod,  which  has 
been  popularly  credited  with  being  the  chief  cause 
of  the  disease,  is  almost  completely  innocent.  The 
pollen  of  ragweed  is  carried  in  great  abundance  by 
the  wind.  That  of  goldenrod  is  not  easily  detached 
from  the  flower,  and,  when  transported  abroad,  is 
borne  chiefly  on  the  legs  and  bodies  of  bees  and  other 
insects. 


J.  W.  Wilson,  an  attorney  of  Petersburg,  Ind.,  has 
a  dead  South  Carolina  poplar  tree  in  the  back  of 
his  law  office.  Several  months  ago  he  noticed  a 
sprig  of  green  sprouting  from  one  of  the  limbs.  He 
knew  the  tree  was  dead,  and  watched  the  sprout 
until  now  it  has  grown  into  a  large  sunflower  bush 
that  will  be  ready  to  bloom  in  a  few  days.  There 
is  no  way  to  get  moisture  to  the  sunflower  and  the 
limb  is  less  than  two  inches  in  diameter,  yet  it  has 
withstood  the  drought  while  vegetation  on  the  earth 
has  perished. 


A  baby’s  curiosity  nearly  led  to  her  death  by  a 
rattlesnake  bite  at  Pomona,  Cal.,  the  other  day. 
Little  two-year-old  Ruth 'Dougherty  was  playing  on 
her  father’s  lawn  when  she  spied  the  rattler.  She 
had  her  pet  cat  with  her.  She  was  about  to  try 
and  catch  the  rattlesnake  when  the  cat’s  actions  at¬ 
tracted  the  attention  of  the  child’s  father.  He  rushed 
out  from  the  house  and  killed  the  snake  with  a  club. 
\\i,  declares  that  the  rattler  was  watching  the  cat 
and  the  cat  the  rattler.  This,  he  believes,  kept  the 
snake  from  attacking  his  daughter. 


Silkworms  may  be  cultivated  on  the  island  of 
Trinidad,  British  West  Indies,  according  to  a  bulle¬ 
tin  of  the  Imperial  Institute,  quoted  by  The  Textile 
Mercury  of  Manchester,  England.  It  is  stated  that 
the  result  of  various  experiments  on  the  island  in 
rearing  the  worms  have  proved  satisfactory.  It  has 
been  suggested  that,  if  the  industry  should  be  intro¬ 
duced  in  Trinidad,  it  should  be  carried  on  by  women 
and  children  in  the  villages,  in  order  to  increase  the 
resources  of  the  colony  without  taking  male  laborers 
from  other  occupations. 


The  speed,  power  and  flexibility  of  electrically- 
driven  fire  apparatus  were  recently  demonstrated  in 
a  test  made  in  Paterson,  N.  J.  P±.  combination  chem¬ 
ical  engine  and  hose  wagon,  with  its  crew  of  14  men, 
and  an  aerial  ladder  truck,  with  its  crew  of  22  men, 
Tvere  used  for  the  demonstration.  The  two  pieces 
of  apparatus  were  both  converted  horse-drawn 
trucks.  In  the  first  test  both  trucks  ran  up  an  18.28 
per  cent,  grade,  the  first  in  1  minute  13  seconds,  and 
the  second  in  1  minute  18  seconds.  On  climbing  this 
hill  a  second  time  both  trucks  were  stopped  in  the 
center  of  the  steepest  part  of  the  hill  and  then  run 
to  the  top  at  the  same  speed  as  before.  In  another 
test  on  another  hill,  also  over  an  18  per  cent,  grade, 
both  trucks  negotiated  the  hill  in  1  minute  20  sec¬ 
onds,  the  best  previous  time  made  on  the  hill  being 
over  2  minutes.  In  a  further  demonstration  a  speed 
of  30  miles  per  hour  was  maintained  on  a  level 
stretch  of  about  one  mile. 


An  electrical  engineer  residing  in  Kansas  City  has 
constructed  an  electro-chemical  apparatus  with 
which  he  claims  he  can  produce  gasoline  at  a  small 
fraction  of  the  present  cost,  says  Popular  Mechan¬ 
ics.  The  process  as  outlined  by  the  inventor  con¬ 
sists  in  pumping  both  kerosene  and  natural  gas  into 
a  still  continuously.  The  oil  is  vaporized  by  heat 
and  mixed  with  gas,  and  then  passes  through  a  treat¬ 
ing  chamber  on  the  way  to  a  condenser.  The  mix¬ 
ture  is  treated  with  a  high-frequency  current,  and 
the  oil  vapors  are  broken  up  and  united  with  the 
gas  vapors.  The  originator  of  the  process  points 
out  that  both  kerosene  and  natural  gas  are  hydro¬ 
carbons,  as  is  also  gasoline,  and  it  is  his  conten¬ 
tion  that  his  treatment  unites  the  light  with  the 
heavy  vapors  in  the  right  proportion  and  condenses 
the  same,  producing  gasoline.  Not  more  than  five 
kilowatts  of  electricity  is  required  to  convert  10,000 
gallons  of  heavier  oil  into  gasoline  in  a  day,  and  less 
than  a  cubic  foot  of  gas  is  needed  for  each  gallon  of 
the  final  product.  As  yet  the  inventor  claims  to  have 
succeeded  only  in  converting  kerosene  into  gasoline, 
but  he  believes  that  in  time  he  can  accomplish  the 
same  result  with  crude  oil. 
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Good  Current  News  Articles 

The  Rev.  H.  F.  Coffelt,  paster  of  the  Rouzerville 
Lutheran  Church,  Waynesboro,  Pa.,  had  a  thrilling 
experience  while  fishing.  A  blacksnake  crawled  up 
his  leg  and  wrapped  itself  around  it  so  tightly  that 
the  minister  was  forced  to  cut  its  folds  with  a  knife. 


A  mystery  of  twenty-six  years  was  cleared  up 
when  C.  G.  Ray,  of  Downs,  near  Smith  Centre, 
Kan.,  received  a  letter  from  a  man  in  Omaha,  who 
confessed  to  setting  fire  to  the  Ray  barn  in  Sep¬ 
tember,  1893.  The  writer  then  was  a  boy  six  years 
old.  His  excuse  for  confessing  the  crime  at  this 
late  date  is  that  he  “had  no  luck”  at  anything  he 
undertook,  and  he  finally  decided  that  things  would 
change  if  he  confessed  the  wrong  done  so  many 
years  ago. 


The  largest  buck  killed  this  season  fell  to  Robert 
Sloan,  of  Klamath  Falls,  Ore.,  lately.  The  deer  was 
killed  on  Buck  Mountain  and  weighed  223  pounds 
before  being  dressed.  It  is  the  largest  deer  ever 
killed  in  the  vicinity  of  Buck  Mountain.  Sloan  had 
hunted  this  buck  for  eight  years,  he  said.  He  is 
positive  the  buck  he  killed  is  the  one  he  has  hunted, 
because  a  toe  on  the  left  front  foot  was  gone.  For 
eight  years  he  has  been  seeing  the  tracks  of  this 
deer  and  each  season  has  hunted  it. 


From  Pekin,  China,  a  United  States  Marine  Corps 
note  says :  “After  trimming  the  feathers  and  other¬ 
wise  disguising  their  mascot  eagle,  the  United  States 
marines  attached  to  the  American  Legation  here, 
recently  succeeded  in  matching  their  bird  of  free¬ 
dom  to  fight  a  previously  undefeated  cock  which  was 
the  pride  of  th.e  Chinese  sporting  element.  Upon 
being  placed  in  the  pit,  the  eagle  went  to  sleep.  The 
cock,  full  of  pep,  bravely  handed  his  adversary  two 
blows.  This  was  too  much  for  the  marine  mascot; 
he  awoke  from  his  dream  of  the  snow-capped  Sierras 
and  deliberately  pulled  the  chicken’s  head  off.  Our 
sea  soldiers  anticipate  no  further  challenge.” 


According  to  the  Mechanical  Engineer,  a  British 
firm  has  designed  a  lifting  magnet,  in  which  the 
whole  of  the  magnetic  flux  is  utilized  for  lifting 
effect,  there  being  no  diversion  of  the  lines  through 
the  chains  or  suspension  gear.  There  are  two  rect¬ 
angular  soft-iron  pole-pieces  with  a  cylindrical  core 
between  them,  and  two  annular  coils  wound  on  the 
cores  and  connected  to  a  convenient  source  of  sup¬ 
ply.  Between  the  coils,  and  equidistant  from  the 
pole-pieces,  is  a  central  rectangular  plate,  to  the 
top  corners  of  which  are  attached  two  chains  united 
by  a  common  ring,  through  which  the  chain  hook 
passes.  This  central  plate  does  not  become  magnet¬ 
ized  when  the  current  is  turned  on,  consequently 
the  attachment  to  it  of  lifting  chains  does  not  divert 
the  magnetic  flux  from  the  main  work  of  lifting 
the  load. 

■  —  •  1 ■  I  ■  — 

Grins  and  Chuckles 

“Pa,  what  is  home  rule?”  “Don’t  ask  me.  Ask 
your  mother.” 


Bacon — Has  your  wife  a  cook-book?  Egbert — 
Oh,  yes.  “Did  you  ever  get  anything  out  of  it?” 
“Sure!  Indigestion.” 


“I  once  thought  seriously  of  marrying  for  money.” 
“Why  didn’t  you,  then?”  “The  girl  in  the  case  did 
some  thinking,  too.”  * 


Johnny  —  Mamma,  will  you  wash  my  face? 
Mamma — Why,  Johnny,  can’t  you  do  that?  Johnny 
— Yes,  but  I’ll  have  to  wet  my  hands,  and  they 
don’t  need  it. 


Builder — I’ve  just  caught  that  man  Brown  hang¬ 
ing  about,  smoking  during  working  hours,  so  I  gave 
him  his  four  days’  wages  and  told  him  to  clear  out. 
Foreman — Good  ’eavens,  guv’nor!  That  chap  was 
only  looking  for  a  job. 


Dealer — This  is  the  best  parrot  we  have,  but  I 
wouldn’t  sell  him  without  letting  you  know  his  one 
fault;  he’ll  grumble  terribly  if  his  food  doesn’t  suit 
him.  Miss  Fitz— I’ll  take  him;  it  will  seem  quite 
like  having  a  man  in  the  house.  < 


“Here,”  said  Teddy’s  father,  exhibiting  the  little  I 
boy  a  coin,  “is  a  penny  300  years  old.  It  was  giveaj 
to  me  when  I  was  a  little  boy.'”  “Say!”  ejaculated 
Teddy,  “just  think  of  anybody  being  able  to  keep  a 
penny  that  long  without  spending  it.” 


Tailor — The  postal  service  is  in  a  wretched  con¬ 
dition.  Friend — Never  noticed  it.  Tailor _ Well.  I 

have.  During  last  month  I  posted  one  hundred  and  j 
eighty  statements  of  accounts,  with  requests  for 
immediate  payment,  and,  so  far  as  I  can  learn,  not  I 
more  than  two  of  my  customers  received  their 
letters. 
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MISJUDGED. 


By  Col.  Ralph  Fenton. 

Without  the  wind  \yas  howling,  dashing  the  heavy 
rain  in  furious  gusts  against  the  door  and  windows, 
and  ever  and  anon  causing  the  rickety  old  building 
to  shake  and  quiver  throughout  every  timber  from 
roof-tree  to  foundation. 

Abner  Moncton  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  drew 
nearer  to  the  huge  fireplace,  where  great  logs  of 
white  oak  crackled  and  blazed,  and  threw  out  a 
genial  heat  that  speedily  dried  his  dampened  gar¬ 
ments. 

His  old  luck  had  not  forsaken  him.  Instead  of  a 
shelterless  night  in  the  pitiless  storm,  he  was  safely 
housed,  a  good  supper  was  being  prepared  for  his 
especial  benefit,  and  noiselessly  flitting  to  and  fro 
as  she  spread  the  table,  was  one  of  the  most  beauti- 
^  ful  women  mortal  eyes  ever  looked  upon. 

~  Though  her  dress  was  of  homespun,  and  hung 
loosely  around  her  tall,  queenly  figure,  Abner  Monc¬ 
ton  could  not  but  admit  this,  and  his  eyes  followed 
her  movements  with  a  wondering,  almost  reverential 

I  admiration.  * 

Surely,  she  could  not  be  akin  to  these  people,  to 
that  withered  old  crone  in  the  corner  nodding  over 
her  black  pipe,  to  those  three  men,  evidently  father 
and  sons?  She  seemed  a  princess  in  disguise;  they 
rough,  ignorant,  brutal. 

Abner  caught  himself  recalling  the  many  tales  of 
ruthless  crime  and  wanton  cruelty  that  were  current 
concerning  that  section  of  Missouri. 

The  men  looked  capable  of  any  crime,  and  he 
fancied,  too,  that  the  oldest  was  keeping  a  close  and 
even  anxious  watch  over  every  movement  of  the 
young  woman. 

That  there  was  some  mystery  he  felt  convinced. 
Could  it  be  that,  in  fleeing  from  the  storm,  he  had 
rushed  blindly  into  a  still  greater  peril? 

Instinctively  his  hand  sought  out  the  fat  wallet 
in  his  breast,  where  lay  hidden  a  sum  of  money 
that  would  have  seemed  a  princely  fortune  to  these 
men.  A  peculiar  chill  ran  along  his  spinal  column 
as  he  caught  the  keen  black  eyes  of  the  old  man 
fixed  upon  his  rash  motion.  The  three  bushy  heads 
drew  together  in  eager,  guarded  converse,  varied  by 
quick,  covert  glances  in  his  direction. 

-  Supper  was  announced,  but  Moncton  suddenly  lost 
&  keen  appetite.  Yet  he  forced  himself  to  eat,  lest 
suspicion  should  be  aroused  in  the  minds  of  his  sin¬ 
ister-looking  hosts.  They  were  still  whispering,  still 
watching  him  covertly. 

The  young  woman  as  she  poured  out  his  coffee 
for  a  moment  shut  off  their  view,  and,  without  mov¬ 
ing  her  lips,  whispered : 

"Beware!  Your  life  is  in  danger!  They  mean  to 
drug  and  then  murder  you! 

Hov/  Abner  Moncton  managed  to  control  his  fea- 
tu r*'  and  eat  on  without  giving  any  signs  of  the 
sickening  horror  that  filled  hi3  heart  at  this  terrible 


confirmation  of  his  worst  fears  he  could  never  tell. 
He  only  saw  that  the  three  men  were  watching  him 
more  closely  than  ever,  and  that  at  a  sign  from  the 
eldest  the  old  woman  came  forward,  and  pushing  the 
girl  aside,  assumed  the  position  of  waiter  herself. 

“You  don’t  eat,  stranger,”  observed  the  old  man 
as  Moncton  pushed  back  his  chair  from  the  table. 
“Mebbe  you  ain’t  feelin’  well?  You  look  aguey  about 
the  gills.”  # 

Abner  muttered  something  about  getting  wet,  but 
the  old  man  did  not  pay  any  attention. 

“Mother,”  he  said — and  Moncton  fancied  he  could 
detect  a  hidden  meaning  in  the  words — “fetch  out 
the  jug.  A  dose  o’  that’ll  fix  the  gen’leman.” 

He  was  obeyed.  The  old  woman,  however,  paused 
at  the  rude  cupboard  and  Abner  distinctly  saw  her 
empty  a  small  paper  into  a  china  mug  before  filling 
it  up  with  whisky. 

The  warning  so  impressively  given  him,  now  re¬ 
turned  to  him  with  redoubled  force,  and  Moncton 
cast  a  swift  glance  toward  the  door.  But  one  stal¬ 
wart  son  was  just  beside  it,  reaching  down  a  rifle 
from  the  wall.  Any  attempt  at  flight  would  only 
precipitate  the  climax.  He  was  completely  at  their 
mercy. 

With  a  hideous  grin  that  showed  her  toothless 
gums,  the  old  hag  approaching  Moncton,  and,  while 
her  husband  grasped  the  jug,  she  extended  the  mug. 

“Drink  hearty,  stranger,”  laughed  the  old  man. 
“Hyar’s  a  good  sound  sleep,  an’  a  pleasant  wakenin’.” 

With  a  mad  impulse  Moncton  raised  his  hands  to 
dash  the  drugged  liquor  aside,  when,  with  a  sharp 

cry,  the  young  woman  brushed  quickly  before  him, 
and  Abner  could  barely  suppress  a  shout  of  joy  as 
he  saw  the  cup  fall  to  the  floor  before  the  fireplace 
into  atoms. 

The  girl  stooped  before  the  fireplace  and  brushed 
hack  a  coal  that  had  snapped  out  upon  the  floor. 
Quick  as  thought  Abner  improved  the  chance  she 
had  given  him,  and  slipping  the  jug  from  the  hand 
of  the  settler,  he  raised  it  to  his  lips  and  drank  a 
portion  of  its  contents. 

In  a  short  time  the  young  woman  lighted  a  tallow 

dip,  and  as  she  passed  Abner,  whispered : 

“Go  quietly!  Do  nothing  until  I  come!” 

“We’re  airly  birds,  stranger,”  said  the  old  man, 

rising.  “Onless  you’d  rather  set  up,  I  reckon  we’ll 
turn  in  now.  Jeems,  show  the  gen’leman  upstairs.” 

“An’  look  to  the  shetter  afore  ye  come  down.  The 
rain  comes  powerful  fierce  from  that  a-way,”  added 
the  mother. 

Moncton  followed  James  with  a  muttered  “Good¬ 
night”  to  the  rest,  feeling  very  much  like  a  lamb 
being  led  to  the  slaughter. 

He  was  led  to  a  small  room  beneath  the  roof  of 
the  house.  The  ceiling  sloped  upon  both  sides  to 
within  two  feet  of  the  floor.  There  was  but  one 
window,  at  the  north  end,  secured  by  a  stout  oaken 
shutter  fastened  with  padlock  and  chain. 

“Thar’s  your  bunk,  stranger,”  said  James,  point¬ 
ing  to  a  low  bed.  “If  you  want  anythin’  in  the 
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night  just  pound  on  the  floor,  and  some  o’  us’ll  be 
sure  to  hear  ye.” 

Abner  Moncton  sat  down  upon  the  bed  when  he 
was  left  alone,  and  his  reflections  were  gloomy 
enough. 

That  he  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  robbers,  or 
even  worse,  he  felt  assured.  The  young  woman’s 
warning  could  not  be  mistaken. 

There  was  only  one  frail  door  to  oppose  them. 
That  passed,  he  was  helpless,  for  the  heavy  rain 
had  thoroughly  wetted  his  pistols,  and  he  had  no 
dry  powder  with  which  to  renew  their  charges.  He 
had  several  thousand  dollars  upon  his  person,  and 
he  knew  that  many  a  life  had  been  taken  for  one- 
tenth  part  of  that  sum. 

He  arose  and  tried  the  shutter.  It  was  firmly 
secured,  and  could  not  be  forced  without  alarming 
those  below.  He  could  now  only  wait  in  hopes  of 
the  appearance  of  the  young  woman.  And  yet,  how 
could  she  aid  him? 

Truly  the  prospect  before  him  was  a  gloomy  one. 

The  minutes  dragged  by,  and  seemed  hours.  Only 
for  the  slow  wasting  of  his  candle,  Moncton  would 
have  believed  that  day  was  near  at  hand,  when  he 
caught  the  first  sounds  of  cautious  footsteps  upon 
the  stairs. 

With  clubbed  pistol,  he  stood  behind  the  door,  but 
this  precaution  was  unnecessary.  He  recognized  the 
voice  of  his  friend,  and  opened  the  door. 

“Hist!  Not  a  word!  There  is  no  time  to  lose!” 
she  whispered,  in  a  subdued,  yet  eager  voice.  “Even 
now  they  are  preparing  for  the  deed — to  murder  you 
as  they  murdered  him — my  poor  husband!  Come! 
You  can  escape  from  the  window  in  the  other  room! 
It  is  your  only  chance!  One  minute  lost  may  be 
fatal!  Come!” 

While  speaking,  she  almost  pulled  Moncton  from 
the  chamber  across  the  narrow  landing-place,  and 
into  the  other  room.  With  trembling  hands  she 
opened  the  window,  but  unfortunately  it  slipped 
from  her  grasp,  closing  with  a  shock  that  shattered 
the  glass.  Loud  voices  were  heard  below,  and  then 
the  rush  of  feet  upon  the  stairs.  The  alarm  had 
been  given. 

With  one  thrust  of  his  foot,  Moncton  dashed 
out  the  sash,  and  fearing  to  lose  an  instant,  jumped 
blindly  through  the  opening.  He  fell  heavily,  but 
immediately  arose,  and  staggered  on  through  the 
night.  But  only  for  a  few  steps. 

His  right  leg  gave  way  beneath  him.  He  heard 
shouts — saw  dim  figures  with  a  lantern;  then  all 
was  a  blank. 

****** 

One  week  later  he  recovered  his  senses,  and  found 
himself  a  tenderly-nursed  patient  in  that  very  house. 

The  old  woman  was  watching  over  him,  and  from 
her  he  ‘learned  the  truth.  The  young  woman  was 
insane,  rendered  so  by  the  cruel  murder  of  her  hus¬ 
band  the  very  week  after  her  marriage.  An  only 
daughter,  they  loved  her  too  dearly  to  send  her  to 
an  asylum,  seeking  by  close  watching  and  tender  care 
to  render  her  malady  harmless. 


Unfortunately  she  had  eluded  them  that  night,  and 
thus  Abner  received  a  broken  leg.  As  for  the 
drugged  whisky,  the  little  paper  had  contained  the 
only  morsel  of  white  sugar  in  the  house,  which  was 
given  the  stranger  as  an  especial  mark  of  honor. 


GERMANS  TUNNEL  40  FEET  TO  FREEDOM. 


By  burrowing  for  forty  feet  through  rock,  sand¬ 
stone  and  soil,  seven  men  escaped  from  “Sing  Sing,” 
at  the  German  concentration  camp  at  Holdworthy, 
near  Liverpool,  not  far  from  Sydney,  Australia, 
recently.  “Sing  Sing”  is  one  of  the  compounds  in 
which  bad  characters  among  the  Germans  who  are 
interned  in  this  State  are  confined. 

Their  absence  was  not  discovered  by  the  guards 
until  the  following  morning,  but  all  but  one  of  them 
were  recaptured  within  a  few  days.  The  names 
of  the  seven  wTere:  Frederick  E.  Gross,  Frederick 
Reidel,  Wenzel  Finghoust,  Nicholas  de  Orloff,  Hans 
R.  van  Dehler,  George  Schmidt  and  Fritz  Georgia 
Georgi  is  the  only  one  now  at  large. 

For  some  time  prior  to  the  escape,  the  inmates  of 
“Sing  Sing”  had  been  passing  their  time  construct¬ 
ing  a  large  garden  plot  within  the  barbed-wire  en¬ 
closure.  As  the  w'ork  was  being  done  on  sloping 
ground,  the  ends  of  the  flower-bed  required  raising, 
and  it  was  by  means  of  this  grading  that  the  sur¬ 
plus  dirt  from  the  tunnel  was  concealed.  The  earth 
was  spread  about  at  the  end  of  the  garden,  some  of 
it  having  been  put  into  ration  bags,  and  with  every 
day’s  output  the  size  of  the  plot  grew — but  not 
suspiciously  so. 

Inside  one  of  the  tents  used  by  the  prisoners  as  a 
living-room  the  wooden  flooring  was  lifted  and  a 
hole  about  four  feet  deep  was  dug.  From  here 
a  tunnel  was  started  toward  the  rear  of  the  camp, 
the  idea  apparently  being  that  although  sentries 
closely  watched  the  inside  of  “Sing  Sing,”  not  much 
attention  was  paid  to  the  outside.  The  tunnel  was 
not  quite  two  feet  in  height,  and  it  was  eighteen 
inches  broad.  The  men  cut  through  rock  strata, 
when  they  encountered  them  with  knives.  When 
they  had  penetrated  some  yards  outside  the  lines 
of  barb  wire  an  egress  was  made.  Before  escaping, 
the  men  seemingly  stole  the  clothes  of  fellow- 
prisoners. 


When  the  escape  became  known  to  the  authorities, 
the  police  at  Liverpool  were  notified  and  those  of 
all  the  other  railway  stations  from  there  to  Sydr^v.J 
On  the  following  morning  a  plainclothesman  no¬ 
ticed  two  respectably  dressed  men  at  the  station  at 
Cabramatta  and  asked  them  several  questions.  They 
did  not  reply,  and  when  he  asked  them  what  they 
were  doing  there  one  of  them,  who  turned  out  to  be 
Schmidt,  demanded  the  reasons  for  the  officer’s  in¬ 
terrogations.  At  the  same  moment  the  other  sus¬ 
pect,  De  Orloff,  tried  to  kick  the  policeman.  The 
policeman  whipped  out  his  revolver,  covered  the 
pair,  and,  with  the  help  of  bystanders,  arrested 
them. 
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FROM  ALL  POINTS 


A  big  rattlesnake,  several  feet  long  and  nearly 
tour  inches  in  diameter,  was  killed  by  Mrs.  John 
Thompson  on  her  farm  in  Brown  County,  Indiana. 
Several  of  the  rattles  were  broken  in  the  fight,  and 
it  is  not  known  exactly  how  many  the  snake  had. 
The  snake’s  fangs  were  extracted.  They  were  more 
than  half  an  inch  long. 


Mr.  James  White,  vice-chairman  of  the  Dominion 
Conservation  Commission,  is  at  present  in  British 
Columbia  securing  data  in  connection  with  the  pro¬ 
posed  utilization  of  fish  offal.  While  at  the  present 
time  a  portion  of  this  waste  fish  is  used  in  the  manu¬ 
facture  of  fertilizer,  but  a  small  percentage,  is  dis¬ 
posed  of  in  this  manner,  most  of  it  being  thrown 
overboard.  It  is  estimated  that  25  per  cent,  of 
halibut,  and  from  20  to  30  per  cent,  of  salmon,  is 
included  in  the  entrails,  head,  tail,  etc. 


To  be  riding  one  horse  and  kicked  by  another  and 
then  to  be  forced  to  travel  five  miles  for  medical 
assistance  was  the  experience  of  Percy  Barker, 
young  Capay  farmer.  Barker  is  at  a  hospital  in 
Woodland,  Cal.,  with  his  right  leg  broken  in  two 
places.  The  accident  occurred  in  the  western  Yoko 
hills.  Barker  was  in  the  saddle  when  another  horse 
plunged  his  hoof  into  his  leg  while  trying  to  kick 
Barker’s  mount.  Barker  then  rode  five  miles  to  the 
Clarence  Scott  home,  where  a  physician  was  sum¬ 
moned. 


R.  K.  O’Neil,  Deputy  County  Clerk,  San  Jose,  Cal., 
has  neatly  solved  the  question  of  how  a  woman  can 
become  a  naturalized  American  citizen.  He  politely 
suggested  to  Miss  Myra  Cutter  that  she  get  mar¬ 
ried  to  an  American  and  thus  become  a  citizen  auto¬ 
matically.  Miss  Cutter  thought  the  advice  was 
kindly  meant,  but  said  she  thought  it  “a  bit  drastic.” 
Miss  Cutter  came  to  this  country  from  Canada,  com¬ 
ing  across  the  bridge  on  a  wagon.  Since  she  came 
from  no  port  and  had  no  clearance  papers,  it  was 
hard  for  her  to  prove  the  date  of  her  arrival. 


The  Government  of  Venezuela  plans  to  build  a  na¬ 
tional  highway  from  Caracas,  the  capital,  to  San 
Cristobal,  in  the  Andes  region,  at  the  extreme  west¬ 
ern  end  of  the  republic,  which,  ii  plans  are  canied 
out,  will  be  the  largest  public  work  ever  undertaken 
by  a  Government  of  Venezuela.  The  highway  will  be 
G83  miles  in  length,  and  will  be  built  through  the 
cities  of  Valencia,  San  Carlos,  Guanare,  Barinas  and 
San  Antonio.  It  is  probable  that  the  Ministry  of 
Public  Works  of  Venezuela  will  undertake  the  con¬ 
struction  of  the  road  without  aid  from  outside  con¬ 
tractors.  „ 


The  great  sea  serpent  is  reported,  in  “Nature,”  to 
have  been  seen  on  June  14th  by  a  Swedish  officer. 
Major  0.  Smith,  in  a  small  arm  of  the  Baltic  not  far 
from  Stockholm.  He  and  others  claim  to  have  seen, 
at  a  distance  of  100  meters,  a  huge  serpent’s  head, 
and  behind  it  successive  humps  of  a  serpent-like 
body,  with  a  length  of  about  80  feet.  The  usual 
skeptical  comments  have,  however,  followed  this 
report.  Another  Swede  writes  that  last  year  he 
observed  a  similar  spectacle,  which  turned  out  to  be 
due  to  sudden  gusts  of  wind  raising  small,  regular 
billows,  which  interfered  with  the  reflection  of  the 
sun  from  the  water  and  thus  intensified  the  effect. 


A  white  robin  which  has  been  exhibiting  himself 
on  the  lawn  of  the  State  capitol  building  at  Lansing, 
Mich.,  has  caused  more  comment  than  anything  that 
has  happened  in  that  town  in  a  long  time.  The  freak 
bird,  with  its  white  breast  and  white  head,  made  its 
appearance  several  weeks  ago.  Since  that  time  it 
has  been  the  object  of  survey  after  survey.  Accord¬ 
ing  to  Justice  Joseph  H.  Steere,  of  the  Michigan  Su¬ 
preme  Court,  who  is  the  capitol's  authority  on  birds 
and  animals,  the  albino  robin  is  a  freak  but  by  no 
means  such  a  rarity  as  one  would  expect.  The  albino 
color,  he  declares,  often  extends  to  blackbirds  and 
crows,  while  albino  deer  are  by  no  means  uncom¬ 
mon.  George  Shiras,  an  expert  on  the  photograph¬ 
ing  of  wild  animals  and  birds,  goes  so  far  as  to  intro¬ 
duce  the  albino  porcupine,  having  a  photograph  of 
one  he  saw  in  Canada. 


G.  B.  H.  Austin,  an  Australian  engineer,  has  in¬ 
vented  an  airship  which  will,  he  claims,  be  superior 
to  tne  Zeppelin  in  action.  It  is  an  automatic  balanc¬ 
ing  machine,  and  its  planes  act  as  girders  and  serve 
the  purpose  of  a  parachute  when  a  descent  is  made 
It  is  asserted  that  it  will  lift  greater  weights  in  pro¬ 
portion  to  its  size  than  aircraft  in  present  use,  and 
will  carry  guns  of  longer  range.  A  suspended  car 
will  serve  to  give  the  guns  a  steady  platform.  Trials 
have  been  made  with  a  model  of  the  machine 
equipped  with  a  12-horse-power  engine.  Carrying  a 
weight  of  380  pounds,  the  model  flew  to  a  height  of 
250  feet  for  various  distances  up  to  a  mile  without 
the  aid  of  a  pilot,  the  distance  to  be  covered  being 
regulated  by  a  clockwork  attachment  connected  with 
the  engine.  In  every  case  the  model  landed  safely 
“on  all  fours.”  It  is  claimed  that  the  full-sized  ma¬ 
chine  will  be  able  to  carry  a  weight  of  15  tons,  in¬ 
cluding  the  engines,  and  will  be  equipped  with  two 
long-range  guns  at  each  end  of  the  platform.  It  is 
estimated  that  an  engine  of  1,000  horse-power  will 
be  needed  to  drive  the  machine.  A  company  is  being 
formed  to  build  a  full-sized  machine  and  offer  it  to 
the  British  Government  to  bo  tested. 


so 
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ARTICLES  OF  ALL  KINDS 


X-RAYS  USED  IN  ENGINEERING. 

Roentgen  rays  have  been  recently  used  success¬ 
fully  in  Switzerland  in  photographing  the  iron  rein¬ 
forcements  of  concrete  work.  The  results  are  at¬ 
tracting  much  attention  among  Swiss  construction 
engineers.  The  advantages  of  being  able  to  make 
an  examination  of  the  condition  of  such  reinforce¬ 
ments  or  the  proper  disposition  and  situation  thereof 
without  destroying  the  concrete  structure  are  self- 
evident,  as  well  as  the  desirability  of  being  able  to 
make  an  inspection  of  the  position  of  the  reinforcing 
iron  rods  upon  the  completion  of  the  cement  parts 
of  a  new  building  or  a  new  structure. 


ALASKAN  BEAR  KILLS  SALMON. 

Millions  of  salmon  are  destroyed  every  year  by 
the  bears  of  Alaska,  says  E.  Lester  Jones,  deputy 
commissioner  of  the  Bureau  of  Fisheries,  who  looked 
into  the  salmon  situatioh  in  Alaska  for  Uncle  Sam. 

The  bears,  he  says,  haunt  the  shores  of  streams 
during  the  spawning  season,  and,  besides  killing 
huge  quantities  of  salmon  for  food,  slay  many  thou¬ 
sands  of  others  just  for  the  pure  joy  of  the  sport. 

The  commissioner  in  his  report  tells  how  at  Black 
Bear  Creek  in  the  Cleveland  Peninsula  he  found 
the  shores  for  150  feet  on  both  sides  littered  with 
hundreds  upon  hundreds  of  humpback,  silver  and 
chum  salmon  that  had  been  tossed  out  of  the  water 
by  bears. 

Hardly  any  of  the  fish  had  been  mutilated  except 
the  marks  of  the  bear’s  claws  on  their  backs.  All 
that  was  eaten  was  the  “cheek”  of  the  salmon,  the 
bear,  according  to  Commisioner  Jones,  being  very 
fastidious  and  preferring  that  part  to  any  other. 


SKATING  INFANTRYMEN. 

The  Norwegian  army  boasts  of  a  corps  of  infantry 
that  can  cover  a  distance  of  eighty  miles  in  a  day’s 
march.  This  wonderful  record,  which  equals  the 
performance  of  the  best  trained  cavalry  in  the  world, 
is  possible  only  because  every  man  in  this  corps  is  a 
well-trained  skater,  provided  with  specially  con¬ 
structed  skates.  Maneuvers  by  this  corps  are  exe¬ 
cuted  with  wonderful  rapidity.  The  heels  of  their 
skates  are  so  shaped  as  to  enable  the  men  to  spin 
around  as  though  on  pivots.  They  can  “right  about 
face”  far  more  quickly  than  any  crack  regiment  of 
infantry,  says  Wellspring.  It  should  be  added  that 
the  movements  of  the  corps  are  naturally  confined  to 
the  great  fiords,  or  narrow  inlets  of  the  sea  that 
indent  the  coast  of  Norway.  These,  during  the  long 
winter,  are  frozen  solid.  For  patrol  and  scout  duty 
these  soldier  skaters  are  relied  upon  to  be  of  the 
greatest  service  if  Norway  should  go  to  war.  The 
men  are  the  pick  of  a  skating  nation,  and  their  com¬ 
mander  holds  many  prizes  as  the  champion  skater 
of  his  country. 


GIRL’S  PROFIT. IN  HOGS. 

Raising  hogs  for  pleasure  and  profit  is  the  occupa¬ 
tion  of  Miss  Josie  Fuller,  seventeen,  the  youngest 
and  best  all-around  feminine  pork  producer  in  the 
Imperial  Valley,  Cal. 

It  is  her  ambition  to  become  the  best  expert  on 
hogs  in  her  district.  Her  herd  numbers  fifty  strong 
and  is  increasing. 

“Pig  culture  isn’t  esthetic  work,  of  course,”  said 
Miss  Fuller.  “It  can’t  be  considered  a  finishing 
school  for  debutantes,  but  there’s  money  in  it.” 

She  has  established  a  record  of  developing  her 
porkers  for  the  market  at  a  cost  of  3!/2  cents  a 
pound.  She  came  within  half  a  cent  of  winning 
the  University  of  California  prize,  which  would 
have  entitled  her  to  a  transcontinental  trip.  The 
judges  decided  she  spent  too  much  time  in  caring  -i 
for  her  hogs.  This  was  charged  up  against  profit 
and  cut  down  her  score. 

“However,”  she  said,  “I  feel  that  it  pays  to  spend 
plenty  of  time  with  hogs.  It  makes  them  contented 
and  that  means  money.  Kindness  is  a  big  factor,  in 
hog  raising.  ' 

“Women  may  not  admire  hogs,  but  if  they  don’t 
it’s  because  they  know  so  little  about  them.  Once 
interested  they  become  just  as  capable  as  men  in 
handling  swine.” 


SAVING  OLD  MAIL  BAGS. 

The  repair  and  proper  maintenance  of  mail  bags 
is  in  an  establishment  at  Washington,  and  the  num¬ 
ber  repaired  and  placed  in  good  condition  in  the 
last  year  was  a  million. 

One  of  the  difficulties  connected  with  this  repair¬ 
ing  process  was  the  accumulated  dirt  and  dust  which 
attached  to  these  bags  when  returned  from  the  serv¬ 
ice.  A  system  was  finally  adopted  consisting  of 
large  tumbling  barrels,  each  having  a  capacity  of 
several  hundred  bags.  Driven  rapidly  by  electric 
power,  the  dust  confined  to  a  tightly  constructed 
room  and  carried  off  by  blowers  and  lodged  in  im¬ 
mense  canvas  receptacles,  resembling  a  dirigible 
balloon  when  inflated,  this  process  was  found  thor¬ 
oughly  suitable.  Four  thousand  a  day  are  treated 
by  this  process. 

The  life  of  a  mail  bag  is  about  six  years,  but  the 
rough  usage  to  which  it  is  exposed  makes  many  of 
them  unfit  for  repair.  Such  bags  as  still  have  good 
material  make  what  is  known  as  “pieced  bags.” 
Many  are  thus  reclaimed  and  returned  to  service. 

The  advent  of  the  parcel  post  has  made  it  neces¬ 
sary  to  enlarge  the  repair  shop,  because  at  times 
it  was  found  impossible  to  obtain  bags  from  the 
contractor  in  quantities  sufficient  to  meet  the  de¬ 
mand.  A  manufacturing  feature  was  therefore 
added,  and  in  the  last  two  years  more  than  250,000 
bags  have  been  produced. 
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CACMOO  OU  SNEEZING  l’OWDEK. 

Hie  greatest  fun-maker  of 
them  all.  A  small  amount 
of  this  powder,  when  blown 
in  a  room,  will  cause 
everyone  to  sneeze  without 
anyone  knowing  where  it 
.  ,  ‘ s  very  light,  will  float  in  the 

,  "r  some  time,  and  penetrate  every  nook 
aud  corner  of  a  room.  It  is  perfectly  hnrin- 
i  --  «.  a croo  is  pm  up  in  bottles,  find  ono 

oott  i-  contains  enough  to  be  used  from  10  to 
lo  tiun-s.  I  rice,  by  express  prepaid,  10  bot¬ 
tle-  :  r  One  Dollar. 

„ ’  l' bottles  can  be  bought. 
"OL1  !  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2Gth  St  ,  N.Y. 


si  nrnisE  moving-picture  machine. 

It  consists  of  a  small  nickeled 
metal  tube,  IVfc  inches  long,  with 
a  lens  eye-view,  which  shows 
a  pretty  ballet  girl  or  any  other 
scene.  Hand  it  to  a  friend  who 
will  be  delighted  with  the  first 
Picture,  tell  him  to  turn  the 
screw  on  the  side  of  the  instru¬ 
ment,  to  change  the  views,  when 
a  stream  of  water  squirts  in  his 
face,  much  to  his  surprise.  The 
instrument  can  be  refilled  with 
water  in  an  instant,  and  one 
filling  will  suffice  for  four  or 
five  victims., 

Price,  30c.  each  by  mall,  postpaid:  4  for  $1.00. 

H.  F.  Lang,  1815  Centre  St.,B’klyn,N.Y. 


THE  TITTLE  GEM  TELEPHONE. 


Little  Sew 

TtUXU>H3HSl. 


The  transmitter  In 
this  telephone  is 
made  from  the  best 
imported,  parchmenf..; 
with  ordinary  Use 
will  lar«t  a  long  time,; 
can  be  made  in  any 
length  by  adding 
cord'  the  only  real 
telephone  for  the 
money:  each  one  put  ud  in  a  neat  box;  fully 
Jlustrated.  with  full  directions  how  to  um 
them.  ~  1 


Price,  12c.,  postpaid. 


Wolff  Novelty  Cc.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  hundreds  of  old 
Coins.  Keep  ALL  money  dated  before 
1895  and  semi  TEN  cents  for  New  Illus¬ 
trated  Coin  Value  Hook,  size  .1x7.  It  may 
moan  your  Fortune.  CLARKE  COIN 
CO..  Box  93.  Le  Roy.  N  Y. 


BUYS  look  at 

vJf  tfl  Hoskins  like  to  hear,  write  teal ioTe  loiters 

and)  e  »  dandy  follow  *ith  tho  girls?  Write  quick  for  Lovers 
Casket  giving  sample  letters,  and  lot*  of  other  guod  things.  All 

ioo.*>  Amusen  Co.,  Struck  Bldg.,  Mil¬ 
waukee,  Wis. 


MARBLE  VASH. 

A  clever  and  puzzling  effect, 
easy  to  do;  the  apparatus  can 
be  minutely  examined.  Effect: 
A  marble  can  be  made  to  pass 
from  the  hand  into  the  closed 
vase,  which  a  moment  before 
.  ,  'tYa®  ®hown  empty.  Thi3  is  a 

beautiful  enameled  turned  wood  vase. 

Price.  20c. 

Wolff  Novelty  Co.,  29  W.  28th  St.,  N.  Y. 


The  Bot¬ 
tle  Imp.— 

The  pecu¬ 
liarity  of 
this  little 
bottle  is 
that  it 
cannot  be  made  to  lie  down, 
and  vet  by  simply  passing 
the  hand  over  it,  the  per¬ 
former  causes  It  to  do  so. 
This  trick  affords  great 
pmusement,  and  is  of  convenient  size  to  carry 
about .  - . . . . .  Price,  10c 


C.  Behr,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


MAMAS. 

This  interesting  toy  is 
one  of  the  litest  novelties 
out.  It  is  in  great  de¬ 
mand.  To  operate  it,  the 
stein  Is  placed  in  your 
mouth.  You  ,  can  blow 
into  it,  and  at  the  same 
time  pull  or  jerk  lightly 
The  mouth  opens,  and  it  theii 
cries  "Ma-ma,”  just  exactly  in  the  tones  of  a 
real,  live  baby.  The  sound  is  so  human  that 
It  would  deceive  anybody. 

Price  12c.  each  by  mail, 

Wolff  Novelty  Co.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


on  the  string. 


GREENBACKS 

Pack  of  $1,000  Stage  Bills,  10c;  3  packs.  25c. 
Send  for  a  pack  and  show  the  boys  what  a 
IVAI)  you  carry.  C.  A.  NICHOLS,  JR.,  Box 
90,  Chill,  N.  Y. 


A  very  interesting  book  has  been  published 
on  tobacco  habit — how  to  conquer  it  quick¬ 
ly  and  easily.  It  tells  the  dangers  of  exces¬ 
sive  smoking,  chewing,  snuff  using,  etc.,  and 
explains  how  nervousness,  irritability,  sleep¬ 
lessness,  weak  eyes,  stomach  troubles  and 
numerous  other  disorders  may  be  eliminated 
through  stopping  self-poisoning  by  tobacco. 
The  man  who  has  written,  this  book  wants 
to  genuinely  help  all  who  have  become  ad¬ 
dicted  to  tobacco  habit  and  says  there’s  no 
need  to  suffer  that  awful  craving  or  rest¬ 
lessness  which  comes  when  one  tries  to  quit 
voluntarily.  This  is  no  mind-cure  or  tem¬ 
perance  sermon  tract,  but  plain  common 
sense,  clearly  set  forth.  The  author  will 
send  it  free,  postpaid,  in  plain  wrapper. 
Write,  giving  name  and  full  address— a  post¬ 
card  will  do.  Address:  Edward  J.  Woods, 
228  It,  Station  E,  New  York  City.  Keep  this 
advertisement,  it  is  likely  to  prove  the  best 
news  you  ever  read  in  this  journal. 


•  v; 


WE  WANT  YOU 


TO  READ 


©¥iiig  Picture  stories* 

A  Weekly  Magazine  devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players.  Absolutely  the  finest  little  publication  on  the  news-stands 

PRICE  5  CENTS  A  COPY 


ISSUED  EVERY  FRIDAY 

BEAUTIFUL  COLORED  COVER  DESIGNS 


THIRTY-TWO  PAGES 
FINE  HALF-TONE  FRONTISPIECE 


New  portraits  of  actors  and  actresses  every  week  -  Get  a  copy  of  this  weekly  magazine  and  see  what  it  is 

EVERY  NUMBER  CONTAINS 

Six  Gripping  Stories,  based  on  the  latest  and  best  films,  each  profusely  illustrated  with  fine  half  tones  of  scenes  in 
the  plays. 

Photographs  and  Biographies  of  the  most  celebrated  Photoplay  actors  and  actresses. 

Special  Articles  relating  to  Moving  Pictures,  written  by  the  greatest  authorities  in  the  film  business. 

News  Notes  from  the  studios  about  the  doings  of  everybody  of  prominence  connected  with  the  Photoplays. 
Scenario  Hints  and  the  names  of  all  the  companies  who  may  buy  the  plays  you  write. 

Poems,  Jingles,  Jests  and  every  bright  feature  calculated  to  interest  both  young  and  old. 

GET  A  COPY  NOW  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  5  cents  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will 
mail  you  the  latest  number  issued. 


“  MOVING  PICTURE  STORIES,”  Inc. 

168  West  23d  Street 


New  York 


FRANK.  TOUSEY,  PUBLISHER.  !8«  WEST  23 D  STREET.  NEW  YORK 


No.  933.  NEW  YORK,  OCTOBER  20,  1916. Price  ft  Cents. 


J5y  .-HAL  §TAHD!SH». 
AND  OTHER  STORIES 


pards,  we’ve  got  him  at  last 


came  ruouiog  up,  grinning  triumphantly  at  FearouV.  Bredic°»S  °'  ***  vlU‘Ull,‘ 


WMBM 
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WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


718 

720 

721 

722 


723 

724 


Voc  Young  Wild  West  and  “Gild  Edge  Gil” ;  or,  Touching  up  the 
Sharpers. 

TOC  Y’oung  Wild  West’s  Reckless  Riders;  or.  After  the  Train 
W  reckers. 

707  Young  Wild  West  at  Keno  Gulch;  or.  The  Game  That  Never 
Was  Played. 

T08  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Man  from  the  Bast;  or.  The  Luck 
That  Found  the  Lost  Lode. 

701*  Y'oung  Wild  West  in  the  Grand  Canyon;  or,  A  Finish  Fight 
with  Outlaws. 

710  Young  Wild  West  and  the  “Wyoming  Wolves”;  or.  Arietta’s 
Wonderful  Nerve. 

Til  Young  Wild  West’s  Dangerous  Deal;  or.  The  Plot  to  Flood 
a  Silver  Mine. 

712  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Purple  Plumes;  or,  Cheyenne 

Charlie’s  Close  Call. 

713  Young  Wild  West  at  “Coyote  Camp” ;  or.  Spoiling  a  Lynch¬ 

ing  Bee. 

714  Young  Wild  West  the  Lasso  King;  or,  The  Crooked  Gang  of 

“Straight”  Ranch. 

T16  Young  Wild  West’s  Game  of  Chance;  or,  Saved  by  Arietta. 

T16  Young  Wild  West  and  "Cayuse  Kitty”;  or.  The  Queen  of  the 
Broncho  Busters. 

T17  Y'oung  Wild  West’s  Steady  Hand  j- or.  The  Shot  that  Made  a 
Million.  v- 

Tl*  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Piute  Princess;  or.  The  Trail  that 
Led  to  the  Lost  Land. 

F^r  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, . 


725 

726 

727 

728 
728 

730 

731 

732 


Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Carnival;  or.  The  Round-up-  at 
Roaring  Ranch.  .  » 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Girl  in  Green ;  or,  A  Lively  Tim* 

at  Sliver  Plume. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Long  Range  Shot ;  or,  Arietta’s  Ride  for 
Life. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Stranded  Show;  or,  Waking  the 

Prairie  Pilgrims. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Life  at  Stake;  or,  Tlfe  Strategy  of  Arietta. 
Young  Wild  West's  Prairie  Pioneers;  or,  Fighting  the  w°- 
to  the  Golden  Loop. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Nevada  Nan;  or.  The  Wild  Girl 

the  Sierras.  ' 

Young  Wild  West  in  the  Bad  Lands;  or,  Hemmed  in  by  I 

sic  in  jbj  t 

Young  Wild  West  at  Nugget  Flats;  or.  Arietta’s  Streak 

Luck. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Grizasly  Hunt;  or.  The  Rival  Ran' 
of  the  Rockies.  *•  ju 

Young  Wild  West’s  Buckskin  Brigade;  or,  Helping  the  Cav¬ 
alrymen.  « 

Young  Wild  West  at  Magic  Mark;  or,  Showing  Them  How 
to  Run  the  Camp. 

Young  Wild  West's  Duel  With  Death;  or,  Arietta  to  th® 

Rescue. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Band;  or,  The  Tune  The) 
Played  in  Deadvrood.  V 

price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

168  West  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannat  procure  them  fr«m  newsdealers,  they  can  be  abtained  fram  this  affice  direct.  Write  out  and  fill  jj 
m  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  af  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  mail. 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  1 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher  -  -  -  -  -  16S  West  23d  St.,  N.  Y.  j| 


OUR  TENCENT  HAND  BOOKS 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AN* 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle 
of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  meaning  ef 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
chiwrms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  @f 
er.ds. 

A.  No.  2.  H®W  TO  »©  TRICKS.— The  great 
Jkmk  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing 
y-i^fcAnstructiou  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
‘V  t'TY'iy,  also  the  1H®st  N»Pular  magical 
iiiusionaflNL performed  by  ©ur  leading  magi- 
,j.UjS.  should  obtain  a  copy  ef 


ifi.Y 

this  bookx^l 
No.  3.  1* 

wiles  of  llirta.vV 
little  book.  Be*, 
handkerchief,  fan 
and  hat  flirtation 


FLIRT.— The  arts  and 
lly  explained  by  this 
*  arious  methods  of 
parasol,  window 

^  H,,  _ BP*  (contains  a  full  list  of 

the1  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

N'„  4.  HO  W  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  ©f 
this  iitthFbook.  It  contains  full  instructions 
in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette' in  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  t©  dress,  and  full 
directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular 
square  dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  com- 
plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 
—Giving  full  instruction  for  the  use  of 
dumbbells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  hori¬ 
zontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of 
developing  a  good,  healthy  muscle;  contain¬ 
ing  .over  *sixty  illustrations. 

No.  7.  HOW,  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated  and  containing  full  in¬ 
structions  for  the  management  and  training 
.of  the  canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  black¬ 
bird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.!).  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelli¬ 
gent  hoy  reading  ttata  book  of  instructions 
can  master  the  art,  and  create  any  amount 
of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  ft"  hr  the 
greatest  book  ever  published:  “  1 

No  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.— The  .art.  of  self- 
defense  made  easy.  Containing  over  hBtrty 
illustrations  of  guards,  blowft.  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  position  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
box  without  an  instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LET¬ 
TERS.  A  most  complete  little  book,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
nnd  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  let¬ 
ters  for  voting  and  old 

No.  12/  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
LADIES. — Giving  complete  instructions  for 
•rifing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects;  also 
rs  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

HOW  T©  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF 
r-rlt  is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
oung  man  desires  to  know 
one  "PV  Tber<P*T  happiness  in  it. 

aa>°u  .  v  -  aMt newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent 


N©.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANE V. — A  com¬ 
plete  hand-hook  f©r  making  ail  kinds  «f 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  ease  aces,  ©te.,  etc. 

No.  1*.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  t©  the  w©rld.  Every-’ 
b©dy  wishes  to  know  how  t©  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  b©th  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless 

No.  20.  HOYV.  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVE¬ 
NING  PARTY.— A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  c©mic  recita¬ 
tions,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  «r  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment,  it  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

N®.  21.  HOYV  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  Asking  guide 
ever  published.  It  contains  full  instructions 
about  guns,*  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping 
and  fishing,  together  with  description  of 
game  and  fish.  * 

N©.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— 
Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  lii.j  for¬ 
mer  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining 
h*w  the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  ©n  be¬ 
tween  the  magician  and  tke  bey  ©n  tke 
stage;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  tke  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unluqky  days." 

No.  24.  HOYV  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
GENTLEMEN.— Containing  full  instruction* 
for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOYV  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST. 
- — Containing  full  instructions  for  all  kinds 
of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Pro¬ 
fessor  W.  Mlfedonald 

No.  2G.  HOYV  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND 
HUILD  A'  BOAT —Fully  illustrated.  Full 
instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  to¬ 
gether  with  instruction^  on  swimming  and 
riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  ITOYV  TO  R.ECITE  AND  BOOK 
OF  RECITATIONS —Containing  the  most 
popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
dialect.,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dia¬ 
lect.  pieces,  together  .with  many  standard 
readings. 

No.  28.  HOYV  TO  TELL  FORTUNES*  — 

Everyone  is  desirous  of  knowing  what  hia 
future  life  will  bring  forth,’  whether  happi¬ 
ness  or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  ©an 
tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one 
and  be  convinced.  * 

No.  2!>.  HOYV  TO.  BECOME  AN  INVEN¬ 
TOR. — Every  boy  should  know  how  inven¬ 
tions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics, 
magnetism,  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics, 
©tc. 

No.  30.  HOYV  TO  COOK.— One  of  the  most 

instructive  books  on  cooking  ever  published. 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish, 
game,  and  oysters;  also*  Dies,  puddings, 
cakes  and  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand 
collection  of  rdclpes.  , 


N«.  31.  KSW  T©  BECOME  A  SPEAK¬ 
ER. — Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giv¬ 
ing  the  different  positions  requisite  to  be¬ 
come  a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist. 
Also  containing  gesss  from  all  the  popular 
autkors  of  prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  II#W  T©  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.— 
Containing  instructions  for  beginners,  choice 
of  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A 
complete  book.  Full  of  practical  illustra¬ 
tions. 


No.  35.  HOYV  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  com¬ 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  the 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. 

— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No  38.  HOYV  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OYVN 
DOCTOR. — A  wonderful  book,  "containing 
useful  and  practical  information  in  the  treat¬ 
ment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  com¬ 
mon  to  every  family.  ''Abounding  in  useful 
and  effective  recipes  for  general  complaints. 

No.  39.  HOW  T<^  RATHE  DOGS.  POUL-  I 
TRY,  PIGEONS  AND  RABBITS.— A  useful  -  - 


and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illustrat-  ,  . 

ed. 


No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET 
TRAPS.— Including  hints  on  how  to  catch 
moles,  weasels,  otter,  ratis,  squirrels  and 
birds.  Also  hew  to  cure  skins.  Copiously 
illustrated.  .  / 


No.  41.  THE  B©YS  OF  NEW  YORK  END 
MEN’S  JOKE*  BOOK. — Containing  a  great 
variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  £he  most 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  mitLStrels  is 
complete  without  this  wonderful  little  bo*ok. 


No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK 
STUMP  SPEAKER.— Containing  a  varied  hs- 
sortment  of  stump  apewkeV  Negrq.  Dutch 
and  Irish.  .  Also  end  men’s  ^Jolres1.  jftst  the 
thing  for  home  amusement  and  amateur 
shows.  • 


No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MA6IClX?bm 

— Containing  the  grandest  assortment  of 
magical  Illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations 
etc. 


u  1  V*  HewsfJealer®.  or  wi 

>RASK  VtSM.  P-MUher, 


No.  44.  HOYV  TO  WRITE  IN  AN  AL¬ 
BUM.— A  grand  collection  of  Allium  Verses 
suitable  for  any  time  and  occasion,  embrac¬ 
ing  Lines  of  Love,  Affection,  Sentiment.  Hu¬ 
mor,  Respect,  and  Condolence,  also  Y’erse© 
Suitable  for  Y'alentiaes  and  Weddings. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MIN¬ 
STREL  GUIDE  AND  JOKE  BOOK  S 
thing  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
should  obtain  this  book,  It  contains 
instructions  for  organising  .  n  amateur  in 
strel  troupe. 


to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy.  In  money  or  postage  sta'  by 

. .  "  -  ■  -  168  West  23d  St..  V.  Y.1 


